Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



r 



\ 




J 




An 




$xbvavti 0f CDlbr glutljor^* 




HARVARD UNIVERSI 
LIBRARY 

JUL? 198P 



HARVARD UNI 
LIBRARY 

JUL 7 



HARVARD UNIVERSI 
LIBRARY 



JUL? 1989 




. ' ?Ka!#V-^ . 

■Kwwriam JrtAris ilefidcra.ii/siini delin: Fyan: iMthcC. 



^LUCASTiy 

THE POEMS OF RICHARD LOVELACe/ ESQ. 

NOW FIRST EDITED, AND THE TEXT 

CAREFULLY REVISED, 

WITH SOME ACCOUNT OF THE AUTHOR, 

AND A FEW NOTES, 
V>Y W. CARP:AV HAZLITT, 

OK THE INNKK TtlMPhE, UAKRISTKIl-AT-LAW. 



London, 

REKVKS vV Tl'KNEJJ, 

181)7. 








JCu.io'^ ^(.tv.^V 



Fint RtUioH, ISM. 



. : 



•■■• '■: . 



TO 

WILLIAM HAZLITT, ESQ., 

OF THE MIDDLE TEMPLE, A REGISTRAR OF 

THE COURT OF BANKRUPTCY 

IN LONDON, 

ZCbis Xittic IPoIumc 

l« IXSCHIBEl) AS A SlJliHT TESTIMONY OF 

THE (JUEATEST HES1»ECT, BY HIS 

AFFECITONATE SON, 

THE EDITOR. 




IXTRODUCTIOX. 




HERE is scarcely an iin-dramaftc writer 
of the Seventeenth Century, whose i)oems 
exhibit so many and such gross cornip- 
tions as those of the author of Lucasta. 
In the present edition, which is the first attempt to 
present the productions of a celebrateil and elegant poet 
to the acbnirers of this class of literature in a readal>le 
shape, both the text and the pointing have Ixjen amended 
throughout, the original reading l^eing always given in 
the foot-notes ; but some passages still remain, which 
I have not succeeded in elucidating to my satisfaction, 
and one or two which have defied all my attempts at 
emendation, though, as they stand, they are unques- 
tionably nonsense. It is proper to mention that several 
rather bold corrections have l)een hazanled in the course 
of the volume ; but whore this has l>een done, the 
deviation from the original has invariably l^een pointed 
out in the notes. 

On the title-page of the copy of LnfasfUy 1G49, pre- 
served among the King's Pamphlets in the British 
Museum, the original jxjssessor has, according to his 
usual practice, marked the date of purchase, viz., June 
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xii BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE. 

8ir William Lovelace^ of Woollidge in Kent, knight, was 

^ Pedigree of the family of Richard Lovelace, the poet. 
Richard Lovelace, of Queenhithe (temp. Hen. VI.). 



Lov< 



Lancelot Lovelace. 

I H 1 

Richard Lovelace, William Lovelace John (ancestor of the 
d. s. p. (ob. 1501). Lords Lovelace, of 

Hurley (co. Berks). 



John William Lovelace. 

William Lovelace, Serjeant at Law, ob. 1576. 

Sir Wilh'am Lovelace, ob. 1629^Elizabeth, daughter of Ed- 
(according to Berrj'). j ward Aucher, Esc^., of 

I Bishopsbourue. 

Sir William Lovelace=T=Anne, daughter and heir of Sir 

I William Barnes, of Woolwich. 

Ricii.=f=?AL. Fran- ^^''i^ Th'o- I)ud-=f=Mary Jo-=j=Ro- 
AKD I THEA. cis. liam. mas. ley. 
Love- 

LACK, 



Love- lianna 

hice, 

( ? his 



born i I cousin). 

1618 



« '__ . _ . .r— I r 



bert 

Cwsar 

Esq. 



Mar- =f=Henry Coke, Esq. 5th A (laugh- Anne. Juli- Jo- 
garet | son of the Chief Jus- ter, b. ana. hanna. 

tice, and ancestor of 1678. 

the Earls of Leicester. 



r 



T 



Richard. Ciriac. .... .... 

The above has been ])artly derived from a communication 
to the GentUman'M Matjazhie for Dec. 1791, by Sir Egerton 
Brydges, who chiefly compiled it from Hasted, com^xired 
with Berry's Kent OenecUoytM, 474, where there are a few 
inaccuracies. It is, of course, a mere skeleton-tree, and 
furnishes no infoi-mation as to the collateral branches, the 
connexion between the houses of Stanley and Lovelace, &c. 
Sir Egerton Brydges' series of articles on Lovelace in the 
QoUUwan^H Moffazine, with the exception of that from which 
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bom in that country [in 1618], educated in grammar 

the foregoing table is taken, does not contain much, if any- 
thing, that is new. On the 3rd of May, 1577, Henry 
Binueman paid '*vi<i. and a copie" to the Stationers' Com- 
pany for the right to print **the Brief e Course of the 
Accidents of the Deathe of Mr. Serjeant Lovelace ; " and on 
the 30th of August following, Richard Jones obtained a 
licence to print ** A Short Ei)itaphe of Serjeant Lovelace." 
This was the same iierson who is described in the i>edigre& 
as d^dng in 1576. His death hapi)ened, no doubt, like that 
of Sir Robert Bell and others, at the Oxford Summer assizes 
for 1576. See Stow's AimaleH^ fol. 1154. 

In 1563, Barnaby Oooge the^wet dedicated liis Egfogs, Epi- 
tapkeSf and Sonnet les, newly written, to ** tlie Ryght Woi'sh^'p- 
fuU M. Richai*d Lovelace, Escjuier, Reader of O raves Inne." 

The following is a list of the meml)ers of the Lovelace 

familj' who belonged to the Honourable Society of O ray's 

Inn from 1541 to 1646 :— 

Thomas Lovelace, admitted 1541. 

William Lovelace, ,, 154S. Called to the bar in 1551. 

Richard Lovelace, ,, 1557. Reader in 15<).S. Barnaby 

< iooge's friend. 
Lancelot Lovelace, „ 1571. 
William Lovehice, ,, 15S0. 
Lancelot Lovelace, „ 1581. Recorder of Canterbury', 

ob. J(>4n, jft. "S. 
Francis Lovelace, ,, 16(K). Perhaps the s;inie who 

was Recorder of Can- 

torburv in KWS. 
Francis Lovelace ,, 1640. Prol>ablytheiHX't*syoun- 
(of Canterbury), ger brother. 

William Lovelace, ,, 1646. 

For these names and dates I am in<lebtt*<l to the couitesy of 

the Stewanl of (iniv's Inn. 

Sir William Lovelace,the |»oet*s grjin<lfather who, according 

to BeiTV, die<l in Ki'JlJ, was a corres|K)ndent of Sir Dudley 

Carleton (see CfdtmlarH of State PajurM^ ]}om*ntic Stn'es^ 

161118, pi>. 443, 521, 5.S3 ; Ihid. Ui\S-SA, p. 17). H appcju-s 

from some Latin lines Ijefoi-e the first |>ortion of Lucasta^ 

that the |Kx;t's father servecl Mith distinction in Holland, 

and probably it was this circumstance which letl to Lovelace 
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learning in Charterhouse^ School near London, becan. 
a gent commoner of Gloucester Hall in the beginning o 
the year 1634/- and in that of his age sixteen, being 
then accounted the most amiable and beautiful person 
that ever eye beheld; a i)erson also of innate modesty, 
virtue, and courtly deportment, which made him then, 
but especially after, when he retired to the great city, 
much admired and adored by the female sex. In 
1636, when the king and queen were for some days 
entertained at Oxon, he was, at the request of a great 
lady belonging to the queen, made to tlie Archbishop of 
Canterbury [I^ud], tlicn Chancellor of the University, 
actually created, among other pei'sons of quality, Mas- 
ter of Arts, thougli but of two ycare* standing ; at which 
time his conversation being made public, and conse- 
quently his ingenuity and generous soul discovered, he 
became as mucli admired Ijy tlie male, as before by the 
female, sex. After he had left the University, he re- 

himself turniiit? lii.s uttention in n similar direction : for the 
latter was on service in the Lom' Countries, |)erhaps under 
his father (of wliose death \i*e do not know the date, though 
Hasted intimates that he fell at the <IryU), wlien his friend 
Tatham, afterMaixIs the city ix)et, addressed to him some 
vei'ses ])rinte(l in a volume entitled OsttHa (printe<l in KmO). 

^ Mr. A. Keij^htley, Rejrintrar of the Charterhouse, with 
his usual kindness, examined for me the 1)ooks of the insti- 
tution, in the hu|»e of finding the date of Lovelace's admis- 
sion, Ac, but without success. Mr. Ketjrhtley has suurfr^*?ted 
to me that |»erha|»M Lovehice was not on the foundation, 
which is of course highly pro1>abIe, antl whtch, as Mr. 
Keightley seems to think, may account for the omission of 
his namfi from the rejjisters. 

' ** He was matriculated at (Gloucester Hall, June 27, 1634, 
as **filius Gul. Lovelace de Woolwich in Co!n. Kant. arm. 
au. nat. 16.'" — Dr. Buss, in a note ou this i>assage in his 
edition of the Athtwv, 
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tired in great splendour to the court, and Ixjing taken 
into the favour of Lord George Goring, afterwards Earl 
of I^orwich, Avas by him adopted a soldier, and sent in 
the quality of an ensign, in the Scotch expedition, an. 
1639. Afterwards, in the second expedition, he was 
cominissionated a captain in the Siinie regiment, and in 
that time wrote a tmgedy called The Sulffie)\ but never 
acted, because the stage was soon after suppressed. 
After the i)acification of Berwick, he retiivd to his native 
country, and took possession [of his esti^te] at Lovelace 
Place, in tlie }»arish of Bethei'sden,^ at Canterbury, 

* Bethersden is a [Mirisli in the Weald of Kent, etistwaixi 
of Smaixlen, neair Surrenden. ** Tlie manor of Lovelace," Siiy8 
Hasted [Ili^tort/ oj Ktuf^ iii. 230), *' is situate<l at a very small 
distance Jionth-ircfficard from the church [of Bethei-s<len]. It 
M'as in early times the pro|)erty of a family named < jrunsted, 
or Oreenstreet, as they were sometimes called ; the last of 
whom, Iltnri/ <U Grun.'<ted, a man of eminent repute, as all 
the recoids of tliis county testify, in the rei«r»s of Ijoth King 
Edward II. and III., |»assed away this manor to Kinet^ in 
which name it did not remain long ; for W'Ulinm Kintt^ in 
the 41st year of Kinj; Edward III., conveved it hv sale to 
John Lordwv^ who erecte<l that mansion here, which from 
hence bore his name in addition, l»eing afterwards styled 
liethtnultn-Lonlan ^ from which sprang a race of ;fentlemen, 
who, in the military line, ac<|uire<l ^reat reputation and 
honour, and hy their knowledge in the munici{»:il laws, 
deserve<l well of the Connnonwealth ; from whom ilescendinl 
those of this name seate<l at Batiford in SittimjUtrnfy and at 
King/nloini in this county, the I-,onls Lovelace of Hurley, and 
others of the county of Berks." The same writer, in his 
IliiUorii of Cauterhm-y^ has preserved many memorials of the 
connexion of the Lovelaces from the earliest times with 
Canterbury an<l its nei^hlwurhood. William I^velace, in 
the reijipi of Philip an<l Mary, die<l |K)ssesse<l of the mansion 
lielonjifing to the ablxjy of St. I^M^rence, near Canterhury ; 
after the death of his son William, it ]>assed to otlier hands. 
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Chart, Halden, &c., worth, at least, J&500 per annum. 
About which time he [being then on the commission 
of the peace] was made choice of by the whole body of 
the county of Kent at an assize, to deliver the Kentish 
petition^ to the House of Commons, for the restoring 

Inl621, Lancelot Lovelace, Esq. ,was Recorder of Canterbury; 
in 1638, Richard Lovelxice, Esq., held that office ; and in the 
year of the Restoration, Richard Lovelace, the poet's brother, 
was Recorder. In the Public Library at Plymouth, there is 
a folio MS. (mentioned in Mr. Halli well's catalogue, 1853), 
containing " Original Papers of the Molineux and Lootlact 
Families." I regret that I have not had an opportunity of 
inspecting it. Mr. Halliwell does not seem to have examined 
the volume ; at all events, that gentleman does not furnish any 
jxirticulars as to the nature of the contents, or as to the period 
to which the [Kipcrs belong. This information, in the case 
of a MS. de]K>sited in a provincial library in a remote district, 
would have been i)eculiarly valuable. It is possible that the 
documents refer only to the Lovelaces of Hurley, co. Berks. 
^ ** The Humble Petition of the Gentry, Ministei-s, and 
Commonalty, for the county of Kent, agreed u^ion at the 
General Assizes for that county." HeeJour»aiH off he Ilotue 
o/LortUj iv. G7.VO-7. The "framers and contrivers" of this 
|)etition were Sir Edward l>ering,Bart., of Surrenclen-Dering; 
Sir Roger T\i'ysden, the well-knoM-n scholar; Sir <ieorge 
StixKle, and Mr. Richard 8|)encer. On the 21st May, 1641, 
Dering had unsuccessfully attempted to bring in a bill for 
the abolition of churcli i^overnment by bishops, ai-chbishops, 
&c., whereas one of the articles of the jietition of 1G42 
(usually known as Jhrintfs Petition) was a pniyer for the 
restoration of the Liturgy and the maintenance of the epis- 
coiMil Ijench in its integrity. A numerously signetl ))etition 
had also been addresswl to both Houses by the county in 
1()41, in M'hich the strongest reasons were piven for the 
adoption of l)ering*s pro|M>sed act. From 1641 to 1648, 
indeed, the Houses M'ere overwhelnie<l by Kentish ])etitions 
of various kinds. This |K>rtion of Wood's narrative is con- 
lirmed by Marvell's lines prefixed to Ancojrfo, 1649 : — 
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the king to his riglits, and for settling the government,. 
&c. For which piece of service he was committed 
[April 30, 1642] to the Gatehouse at Westminster,^ 

'< And one the Book prohibits, because Kent 
Their first Petition by the Authour sent." 

*'Sir William Boteler, of Kent, returning about the be- 
ginning of A}rril 1642, from his attendance (being then Gentle* 
man Pentioner) on the king at Yorkt, then celebrating St. 
Gtorgt^a feast, was by the earnest solicitation of the Gentry of 
Kent ingaged to joyn with them in presenting the most 
honest and famous Petition of theirs to the House of Com- 
mons, delivered by Captain IHchard Lovt/ace, for which ser- 
vice the Captain was committed Prisoner to the Gate IJotise, 
and^r WiUiam Hotel tr to the Fleet, from whence, after some 
weeks close imprisonment, no imi^eachment in all that time 
brought in against him [Boteler], many Petitions being 
delivered and read in the House for his inlargement, he was 
at last ui)on bail of £20,(XM) [£15,000] remitted to his house 
in London^ to attend dt die in diem the pleasure of the 
House." — McrciiriuH JiuMicu**, l(i4G(edit. 1085, pp. 7, 8). The 
fact was that, although on the 7th of April, 1042, the Kentish 
petition in favour of the Liturgy, &c, had been ordered by 
the House of Commons to be burned by the common hang- 
man {Par/iamiiits and CohiicUh of Ewjlaud^ 18.S!), p. 3S4), 
Boteler and Lovelace had the temerity, on the .'lOth of the 
same month, to come up to London, and present it again to 
the House. It wjis this which occasioned their committal. 
In the Vtrnty Pafxrn (Canid. Soc. 1845, p. 175) there is the 
following memorandum : — 

"Captaine Lovelace committed to the Gatehouse ( , ^ . ^ 

Sir William Butler committed to the Fleete I .. „ 

V I>etition. 

* "Gatehouse, a prison in Westminster, near the west 

end of the Abbey, which leads into Dean's Yard, Tothill 

Street, and the Almonry* " — Cunningham's Handbook of 

London^ Pa^t and Prtnent, But for a more particular 

account, see Stow's Sarrty, ed. 1720, ii. lib. 0. 
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Inhere he made that celehrated song called, Stone 
Walls do not a Prison makey &c. After three or four 
months' [six or seven weeks'] imprisonment, he had his 
liberty upon bail of £40,000 [£4000 1] not to stir out 
of the lines of communication without a pass from the 
speaker. During the time of this confinement to 
London, he lived beyond the income of his estate, either 
to keep up the credit and reputation of the king's cause 
by furnishing men with horses and arms, or by relieving 
ingenious men in want, whether scholars, musicians, 
soldiers, &c Also, by furnishing his two brothers, 
Colonel Franc. Lovelace, and Captain William Love- 
lace (afterwards slain at Caermarthen)^ with men and 
money for the king's cause, and his other brother, called 
Dudley Posthumus Lovelace, Avith moneys for his 
maintenance in Holland, to study tactics and fortification 
in that school of war. After the rendition of Oxford 
garrison, in 1646, he formed a regiment for tlie service 
of the French king, was colonel of it, and wounded at 
Dunkirk ;- and in 1648, returning into England, he, 



** The Oatehouse for a Prison was ordain*d, 

When in this land the third king Edicard reigned : 
Oood lod|irin^ roomes, and diet it affords, 
But I had rather lye at home on boords. " 

Taylor's Praue ami Virtue of a Jaylt and Jayhrt^ 
(Works, 1030, ii. 130). 

^ By an inadvertence, I have spoken of Tfioma^, instead of 
William, Lovelace having perished at Caermarthen, in a 
note at p. 125. 

* It af»f»ears from the folloi^nng copy of verses, printed in 
Tatham's Ontella, 1650, 4to., that Lovelace made a stay in 
the Netherlands about this time, if indeed he did not ser^^e 
there with his regiment. 
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with Dudley Posthumus before mentioned, then a cap- 
tain under him, were both committed prisoners to 

UPON MY NOBLE FRIEND RICHARD LOVELACE, ESQ., UIS 
BEING IN HOLLAND. AN INVITATION. 

Come, Adonis, come again ; 

What distaste could drive thee hence, 
Where so much delight did reign, 

Sateing ev'n the soul of sense? 
And though thou unkind hast prov'd, 
Never youth was more belov*d. 

Then, lov'd Adonis, come away. 

For Venus brooks not thy delay. 

Wert thou sated with the spoil 

Of so many virgin hearts, 
And therefore didst change thy soil, 

To seek fresh in other parts ? 
Dangers wait on foreign game ; 
We have deer more sound and tame. 

Then, lov'd Adonis, come away, 

For Venus brooks not thy delay. 

Phillis, fed with thy delights. 

In thy absence pines away ; 
And love, too, hath lost his rites, 

Not one lass keeps holiday. 
Tliey have changed their mirth for cares. 
And do onely sigh thy airs. 

Then, lov'd Adonis, come away. 

For Venus brooks not thy delay. 

Elpine, in whose sager looks 
Thou wart wont to take delight. 

Hath forsook his drink and books, 
'Cause he can't enjoy thy sight : 

He hath laid his learning by, 

'Cause his wit wants company. 
Then, lov'd Adonis, come away, 
For fricndsliip brooks not thy delay. 
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Peter House,^ in London, where he framed his poems 
for the press, entitled, Liccasta : Epodes, Odes^ Sonnets^ 

All the swains that once did use 
To converse with Love and thee, 

In the language of thy Muse, 
Have forgot Love's deity : 

They denj' to write a line, 

And do only talk of thine. 
Then, lov'd Adonis, come away, 
For friendship brooks not thj^ delay. 

By thy sweet Althea's voice. 

We conjure thee to return ; 
Or we'll rob thee of that choice. 

In whose flames each heart would burn : 
That inspir'd by her and sack, 
Sucli company ^^'e will not lack : 

That poets in the age to come, 

Shall write of our Elisium. 

* Peter, or rather Peire House, in Aldersgate Street^ 
belongc<l at one time to tlie antient family by M'hose name it 
was known. The third Lord Petre, dying in 1638, left it» 
with other (x^SHessions in and about the city of London, to hi» 
son William. (Collins's Pteratjt^ by Brydges, vii. 10, 11.) 
When I^ovelace was committed to l*eter House, and probably 
long before {Mtrirwius JtustiniM^ ed. 108o, pp. 76-79), this 
mansion was used an a house of detention for |)olitical 
prisoners ; but in Ward's Diary (ed. Severn, p. 167), there is 
the following entr^* (like almost all Ward's entries, unluckily 
without dull') : — **My l^rd Peters is an Essex man ; heehath 
a house in Aldersgate Street, wherein lives the Marquis of 
Dorchester:" inii)lying that at that period ({lerhaps? about 
1660), the premises still belonged to the Petre family, though 
tem|X)rarily let to Loixl Dorchester. Another celebrated house 
in the same street was London House, which continued for 
some time to l>e the toM'n ret^idence of the Bishops of London. 
When it had ceased to be an episcoiMil abode, it was adapted 
to the purix)ses of an ordinary dwelling, and, among the 
occupants, at a somewhat later period, was Tom Rawlinson,. 
the great book -collector. See Stow, ed. 1720, ii. hb. iii. p. 12U 
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S<mgs^ <fec., Lond. 1649, Oct. The i^eason why he 
gave that title was because, some time before, he had 
made his amours to a gentlewoman of great beauty and 
fortune, named Lucy Sacheverell, whom he usually called 
Lux casta ; but slie, uiwn a stray re^wrt that Lovelace 
was dead of his wound received at Dunkirk, soon after 
married.^ He also wrote Aramantha [Amarantha], 
a Pagfofoi, printed with Lticattfa.^ Afterwards a 
musical composition of two parts was set to part of it 
by Henry Lawes,^ sometimes servant to king Charles L, 
in his public and private music. 

^ How different wiis the conduct, under similar circum- 
stances, of the ladv whom Charles Oerbier commemorates in 
his Elogium Htroinum, I60I, p. 127. "Democion, the 
Athenian virgin," he tells us, ** hearing that Leosthenes, to 
whom she was contracted, was slain in the wars, she killed 
herself ; but before her death she thus reasoned with her- 
self : ' Although my body is untoucht, yet should I fall into 
the imbraces of another, I should but deceive the second, 
since I am still married to the former in my heart.* *' 

' Wood^s story about/^«<*a^^a having been a LucySacheverell, 
''a lady of great beauty and fortune," may reasonably be 
doubted. Lucasta, whoever she was, seems to have belon^]^ 
to Kent ; the SachtrertffH were not a Kentish family. Besides, 
the corruption of Lucy Sacheverell into Lucasta is not very 
obvious, and rather vitilent ; and tlie probability is that the 
Author of the Affitwt was misled by his informant on this occa- 
sion. The plate etche<l by Lely and engraved by Faithorne, 
which is found in the second part of Ltircuta, 1659, can scarcely 
be regarded as a {lortrait ; it was, in all likelihood, a mere 
fancy sketch, and we are not perhajis far from the truth in our 
surmise that the artist was nearly, if not quite, as much in the 
dork OS to who Lucasta was, as we are ourselves at the present 
day. 

'This is a mistake on the part of Wood, which (with many 

others) ought to be corrected in a new edition of the Athtna, 
Lawes did not set to music AmaraiUha^ a PcuUoral^ nor any 
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" After the murther of king Charles I. Lovelace was 
set at liberty, and, having by that time consumed all 
his estate,^ grew very melancholy (which brought him 
at length into a consum2)tion), became very poor in body 
and purse, was the object of charity, went in ragged 
cloaths( whereas when he was in his glory he wore cloth of 
gold and silver), and mostly lodged in obscure and dirty 
places, more befitting the worst of beggars and poorest 
of servants, &c. After his death liis brother Dudley,. 
before mentioned, made a collection of his poetical 
papers, fitted them for the press, and entitled them 
Lucagta : Podhume Poeim^ Loud. 1659,^ Oct., the second 
part) with lus picture before them.^ These are all the 
things that he hath extant ; those that were never pub- 
lished were his tragedy, caUed The Soldiei* or Soldiei'S^ 

»P^^^— i— ■■ ^- ■■■—■■ ■! ■■- „ , ■!■■■ .II..^. ■■ ■»■■ ■■ . 

portion of it ; but lie liarmoiiized two stanzas of a little 
poem to be found at p. 2U of the present volume, and called 
*' To Amarantha ; that she M'ould dishevel her Hair." 

^ Hasted states that soon after the death of Charles I. 
the manor of Lovelace- Bcthersdcn jiassed by purchase to 
Richard Uulse, £s<[. 

* On the title-page of this portion of Lnceutta, as well as on 
that which liad ap()eared in 1 (Hi), the author is expressly styled 
Richard LoviUcu:ttK»q.: yet in Kerry's Ktut 0'tHeiUoyit8,^A'^4^ 
he is, curiously enough,called JSir Kichard Lovelace, Knt, It is 
scarcely necessary to ubserve that the error is on Berry's side. 

' The most pleasing likeness of LoveUice, the only one, 
indeed, whicii conveys any just idea to us of the ** hand- 
somest man of his time," is the picture at Dulwich, which 
has been twice copied, in both instances with very indif* 
fereut success. One of these copies was made for Harding's 
JiioyrajthiccU Mirror, Bromley {Divlionary of Evijravtd 
British Portraits, 17D3, p. 101) correctly names F[rancis] 
Lovelace, the writer s brother, as the designer of the ix)rtrait 
before the Posthuntt Potms, 
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before mentioned ; and his comedy, called Tlie ScJiolar} 
which he composed at sixteen years of age, when he 
came first to Gloucester hall, acted with applause after- 
wards in Salisbury Court. Ho died in a very mean 
lodging in Gunpowder Alley,^ near Shoe Lane,-^ and was 

^ Winstanley, perhap>s, intended some allusion to these 
two lost dramas from the pen of Lovelace, wlieu he thus 
characterizes him in his Livta of the Potta^ 1687, p. 170 :— 
"I can compare no num," he says, "so like tliis Colonel 
Lovelace as Sir Philip Sidney ^ of which latter it is said by 
one in an epitapli made of him : — 

' Nor is it lit that more I should acquaint. 

Lest men adore in one 
A Scholar, Souldier, Lover, and a Saint.'" 

As to the comparison, Winstanley must be understood to 
signify a resemblance between Lovelace and Sydney as men, 
rather than as writei-s. VVinstanley's extract is from If'iV«' 
JfecreatiouHf but the text, as he gives it, varies from thab 
printed by the editor of the reprint of that work in 1817. 

"^ (funpowder Alley still exists, but it is not the(iun|X)wder 
Alley wliich Lovelace knew, having been rebuilt more than 
once since ICIS, It is now a tolenibly wide and airy courts 
without any conspicuous apiiearance of scjualor. There is 
no tradition, I am sorry to say, respectin^^ Ix>velace ; all 
such recollections have long been swept away. When one 
of the old inhabitiints told me (and there are one or two 
persons who have lived here all their life) tliat u great poet 
once reside<l thereabout, 1 naturally became eager to catch 
the name ; but it turned out to be Dr. Johnson, not Love- 
lace, the latter of whom might have been contcmporaixJli«th 
Homer for aught they knew to the con tratTtn^l J un powder 
Alley. It apfiears from Decker and Webster's play of West- 
ward JJoCf 10i»7 (Webster's Works, ed. Hazlitt, i. ()7), that 
there was another (Junjwwder Alley, near Crutched Friars. 

^ Hone {Ei'tryDay Book, ii. 5GI, etlit. 1S27), states, under 
date of April 28, that ** during this montli in 1G5S the accom- 
plished Colonel Richanl Lovelace died in the Gatehouse at 
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T)uried at the west-end of the church of S. Bride, alias 
Bridget, in London, near to the body of his kinsman WilL 
Lovelace, of Gray's Inn, Esq., in sixteen hundred fifty 
and eight,^ having before been accounted by all those 
that well knew him to have been a person well versed in 
the Greek^ and Latin^ poets, in music, whether practical 
or theoretical, instrumental or vocal, and in other things 
befitting a gentleman. Some of the said persons have 
also added, in my hearing, that his common discourse 
was not only significant and witty, but incomparably 

WutminaUr^ whither he had been committed," &c. No 
authority, however, is given for an assertion so wholly at 
variance with the received view on the subject, and I am 
afraid that Hone has here fallen into a mistake. 

^ Aubrey, in what are called his Livta of Eminent Men, but 
which are, in fact, merely rough biographical memoranda, 
states under the head of Lovelace : — '* Obiit in a cellar in 
Long acre, a little before the restauration of his Matie. Mr. 
£dm. Wyld, &c. had made collections for him, and given him 

money Geo. Petty, haberdasher, in Fleet street, 

carried xx«. to him every Monday morning from S** . . . . 
Many and Charles Cotton, Esq. for .... moneths, bnl w<m 
never repayd." Aubrey was certainly a contemi)orary of 
Lovelace, and Wood seems to have been indebted to him for 
a good deal of information ; but all who are acquainted with 
Aubrey are probably aware that he took, in many instances, 
very little trouble to examine for himself, but accepted 
statements on hearsay. Wood does not, in the case of 
Lovelace, adopt Aubrey's account, and it is to be observed 
that, if the poet died as poor as he is represented by both 
writers to have died, he would have been buried by the 
parish, and, dying in Long Acre, the parochial authorities 
would not have carried him to Fleet Street for sepulture. 

* See p. 149, note 3. His accfuaintance with Hellenic 
literature possibly extended very little beyond the pages of 
the Anthologia, 

* His favourites appear to have been Ausonius and Catullus. 
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igraceful, which drew respect from all men and women. 
Many other things I could now say of liim, relating 
•either to his most generous mind in his prosjierity, or 
dejected estate in his worst state of ^wverty, but for 
brevity's sake I shall now pass them by. At the end 
of his Posthumc Poems are several elegies written on 
him by eminent iK)ets of that time, wherein you may 
5ee his just character." 

Such is Wood's account; it is to be regretted that that 
writer did not supply the additional information, which 
he tantalizes us by saying that he possessed, and could 
have published, had he not been afraid of being tedious. 
His love of brevity is, in this case, most provoking. 

As might be expected, the Journals of Parliament 
<jast additional light on the iKji-sonal connexion of Love- 
lace with the Iventish Petition of 1642, which was for 
the general redress of existing grievances, not, as the 
•editor of the Verneij Papers seems to have considered, 
merely for the adjustment of certain points relative to 
the Militia. l*arliamentary literature has not a very 
strong fascination for the editors of old authors, and 
the biographers of Lovelace have uniformly overlooked 
the mine of information which lies in the Lords* and 
Connitotis* JournaU, The subject was apparently in- 
troduced, for the first time, into l\irliament on the 
28tli March, 1042, when a conference of ImHIi Houses 
took place, respecting ** a petition from Kent, which, 
praying for a Restoration of the Bishops, Liturgy and 
Common Prayer, and other constitutional measures, 
was voted seditious and against privilege and the i)eace 
of the kingdom ;" on the same occasion, Lord Bristol 



xxvi BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE. 

and Mr. Justice Mallett were committed to the Tower 

for having in their possession a copy of the document. 

On the 7th April it was ordered by both Houses, that 

the Kentish Petition should be burned by the hands of 

the common hangman. 

On the 28th April, the Commons acquainted the 

Upper House, by ^Ir. Oliver Cromwell, " that a great 

meeting was to be held next day on BLickheath, to back 

the rejected Kentish Petition."^ 

Two days later, a strange scene occurred at West- 
minster. Let the Commons* Journals tell the story in 
their own language : — 

"30 April, 1642. The House being informed that 
divers gentlemen of the county of Kent were at the 
door, that desired to present a petition to the House ; 

" They were called in, presented their Petition, and 
withdrew. 

" And their Petition was i-ead, and apjKjared to be the 
same that was formerly burnt, by order of both Houses, 
by tlie hands of tluj common hangman. Cai»tiiin Leitjh 
rejwrts that, lx;ing at tlie Quarter Sessions held at 
Mavl<tow\ he observed certain passages which ho 
delivered in writing. 

"Captain Lovelace, who pn'sente<l the Petition, 
was called in ; ami Mr. Speaker was cominanded to 
ask him, from whose hand he had this Petition, and 
who gave him warrant to present it. 



* On the ."5th May, 1642, a counter-|K'tition was presented 
by some Kentish gentlemen to the House of Commons, dis- 
claiming and condemning the former one. — JountcUs of the 
IL of C. ii. oTiS. 
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" * Mr. Geo, Chute delivered him [he replied] the 
Petition the next day after the Assizes.' 

" * The gentlemen [he continued], that were assem- 
bled at Blackheatli^ commanded him to deliver it.' 

"[The Speaker then inquired] whether he knew 
that the like was burnt by the order of tliis House, and 
that some were here questioned for the business. 

" * He understood a general rumour, that some gen 
tlemen were questioned. 

" * He had heard a fortnight since, that the like 
Petition was burned by the hand of the conniion hang- 
man. 

" * He knew nothing of the bundle of printed peti- 
' tions.* 

"He likewise said, * that tberc was a i)etition at 
the (Quarter Sessions, disavowed by all the Justices 
there, which he tore.* 

" Sir AVilliam Dotelcr Wiis likewise called in, [and] 
asked when he was at Yorke. 

" [He] answered, * Un AVednes^lay hist was seven- 
night, he came fi-oiii Yurke, and came to his house in 
London. 

" * He lieaitl of a petition tliat was never delivered. 

" * He never heaiil of any censure of the Parliament. 

" * He heard that a paper was burnt for Ijcuig 
irregularly burnt [ ? presented]. 

"*He had heanl that the Petition, that went under 
the name of the Kentisli IVtition, was burnt l»y the 
hands of the connnon hangman. 

" * He never heanl of any onler of either, [or] of 
both, the Houses cunccrning [the Tetitiun]. 
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"*He was at Hull on Thursday or Friday was a 
sevenniglit : as he came from Yorke, he took Hull in 
the way. He had heard, that Sir Roger Twisden was 
questioned for the like Petition. 

" * He was yesterday at Blackheath,' 

"Resolved, upon the question, that Captain Love- 
lace shall he presently committed prisoner to the Gate- 
house. 

"Resolved, u}x>n the question, that Sir William 
Boteler shall be presently committed i>risoner to the 
Fleet 

" Ordered, that the sergeant shaU apprehend them, 
and carry them in safe custody, and deliver them as 
prisoners to the several prisons aforesaid." 

On the 4th ^fay, 1G42, the House of Commons 
ordered Mr. Whittlock and others to prepare a charge 
against Mr. I^velace and Sir William Boteler with 
all expedition ; but nothing further is hcjiiil of the 
matter till the 1 7th June, when I^velace^ and Boteler 
petitioned the House sepamtely for their i*elc«'ise from 
custody. HereuiH)!! Sir AVilliam was discharged on 
finding i)crsoiml bail to the extent of J&l 0,000, with a 
surety fur £bOOO ; and in the case of his companion 
in misfortune it was onlered, on the question, that "he 
be forthwith bjiile<l ui>on good security." This " good 
security," surely, did not reach tlie sum mentioned by 
Wood, namely, £40,000 ; but it is likely that the 



* "The humble fietition of Richard Lovelace, Escfuire, a 
prisoner in the (tate-house, by a former order of this 
House.'* — JoumtUn, ii. G29. 
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author of the AthenoB is only wrong by a cypher, and 
that the amount fixed was £4000, as it has lx)en already 
suggested. Thus Lovelace's confinement did not exceed 
seven weeks in duration, and the probability, is that the 
sole inconvenience, which he subsequently experienced, 
was the loss of the bail. 

Tlie description left by Wood and Aubrey of the 
end of Lovelace can only be reconciled with the fact,that 
his daughter and heiress conveyed Kingsdown, Hever,i 
and a moiety of Chipsted, to the Cokes by mamage 
with Mr. Henry Coke, by presuming that those manors 
were entailed ; while Lovelace Place, as well i>erhaps 
as Bayford and Goodneston, not lieing similarly secured, 
were sold to defray the owner^s incumbrances. At 
any rate it is not, upon the whole, very probable that 
he died in a hovel, in a state of absolute i)overty;- 
that he received a pound a week (ec[ual to al)out JC4 
of our money) from two friends. Cotton and another, 
Aubrey himself admits ; and we may rest Siitisfied that, 
however i»ainful the contrast may have been between 
the oiK3ning and close of that career, the deplorable 
account given in the A(hena\ an<l in the so<'alled 
Lices nf Eiinwmt Mejty is much exaggerated and over- \ 
drawn. 

It has not hitherto been remarked, that anumg the 



* This pro|ierty, which was of considerable extent and 
value, was purclmsed of the Cheney family, toward the 
latter i>art of the reign of Henry VI, by Kichanl Lovelace, 
of Queenhithe. 

* I do not think that there is any proof, that Ounj^wder- 
alley was, at the time when Lovelace resided there, a ]iar- 
ticularly poor or mean locality. 
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Kentish gentry who, from time to time, elected to change 
the nature of their tenure from gavelkind to primo- 
geniture, were the Lovelaces themselves, in the person 
of Thomas Lovelace,^ who, by Act of Parliament 2 
and 3 £dw. VI. obtained, concurrently with several 
other families, the power of conversion. This Thomas 
Lovelace was not improbably the same, who was admitted 
a student of Gray's Inn in 1541 ; and that he was of 
the Kentish Lovelaces there is not much reason to 
doubt ; although, at the same time, I am unable to fix 
the precise degree of consanguinity between him and 
Seijeant William I-.ovelace of Gray's Inn, who died in 
1576, and who was great-grandfather to the author 
of Lueasfa, The circumstance that the real property 
of Thomas Lovelace aforesaid, situated in Kent, was 
released by Act of Parliament, 2 and 3 Edw. VI. from 
- the operations of gavelkind tenure (assuming, as is 
most likely to have been the case, that he was of the 
same stock as the poet, though not an immediate an- 
cestor,) seems to explain the following allusion by Dud- 
ley Lovelace in the verses prefixed by him to Luca^ta^ 
1649 :— 

" Those by the landed have been writ, 
Miners but a younger- brother wit." 

As well as the sul»joine*l lines by Ix>velaco in the poom 
entitled, **To Lucasta, from Prison,'* (sec ]i. 44 of 
present edition) : — 

** Next would I court my Liberfi/, 
And then my Mrthright, ProjMrti/." 



* See Lambarde {Ptramhidation of Kent, 1570, ed. 1826, 
p. 533). 
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There is evidence to prove that Lovelace was on in- 
timate terms with some of the Avits of his time, and that 
he had friendly relations with many of them — such as 
Hall, Rawlins, Lenton, and particularly the Cottons. 
John Tatham, the City Poet, and author of Tlie Fancies 
TlveateVy 1640, knew him well, and addressed to liim 
some stanzas, not devoid of merit, during his stay 
abroad. In 1643, Henry Glapthorne, a celebrated 
dramatist and poet of the same age, dedicated to Love- 
lace his poem of WJn'tehall, printed in that year in a 
quarto pamphlet, with elegies on the Earls of Bedford 
and Manchester.^ The pages of Lurasta bear testimony 
to the acquaintance of the author with Anthony Hodges 
of Xew College, Oxford, translator of Clifophoii and 

^ As 80 little is known of the personal history of Lovelace, 
the reader may not l>e displeased to see this Dedication, and 
it is therefore subjoined : — 

**To MY Noble Friend and fiossir, CAPTAIN RICHARD 

LOVELACE. 
"Sir, 
** I HAVE SO long Ijeene in your debt that I am almost despe- 
rate in my selfe of making you paiment, till this fancy by 
ravishing from you a newcurtesie in its |)atronaore, promised 
me it would satisfie part of my former engagements to you. 
Wonder not to see it invade you thus on the sudden ; grati- 
tude is ai'riall, and, like that element, nimble in its motion 
and performance ; though I would not have this of mine of 
a French dis|K)sition, to charge hotly and retreat unfortu- 
nately : there may ap})eare something in this that may 
maintaine the field couraj^eously against Envy, nay come 
off with honour ; if you, Sir, please to rest satisfied that it 
marches under 30ur ensignes, which are the desires of 

** Your true honourer, 

*Hen. Glaituokne.'- 
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Leudppe from the Greek of Achilles Tatius (or rather 
probably from a Latin version of the original), and with 
other^ members of the University.^ 

Although it is stated by Wood that Lacasla was 
prepared for the j)ress by Lovelace himself, on his re- 
turn from the Continent in 1648, it is impossible to be- 
lieve that any care was bestowed on the correction of the 
text, or on the arrangement of the various pieces which 
compose the volume : nor did his brother Dudley Pos- 

^ It has never, so far as I am aware, been suggested that 

the friend to whom Sir John Suckling addressed his capital 

ballad:— 

** I tell thee, Dick, where I have been," 

may have been Lovelace. It was a very usual practice (then 
even more so than now) among familiar acquaintances to 
use the abbreviated Christian name in addressing each 
other ; thus Suckling was Jack ; Davenant, }V\ll ; Carew, 
Tom^ &c. ; in the preceding generation Marlowe had been 
Kii ; Jonson, litn ; (ireene, Uolnn, ami so forth; and 
altliough there is no ix)sitive proof that Lovelace and Suck- 
ling were intimate, it is extremely probable that such was 
the case, more esi)ecially as they were not only brother iK>ets, 
but both country gentlemen belonging to neighbouring 
counties. Suckling had, besides, some taste and aptitude 
for military aflUirs, and could discourse alx>ut strategics in a 
city tavern over u bowl of canary with the author of LiicoMfa^ 
notMithstanding that ho was a little trouble<I by nervous- 
ness (acconling to report), when the enemy was too near. 

' From Andrew Mar veil's lines prefixed to Liiccutta, 1649, it 
seems that Lovelace and himself were on tolerably good terms, 
and that when the fonner presented the Kentish })etition, 
and was imprisoned for so doing, his friends, who exerted 
themselves to procure his release, susjiected Marvell of a 
share in his disgrace, which Marvell, according to his own 
account, earnestly disclaimed. See the lines commencing: — 

*' But when the beauteous ladies came to know," &c. 
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thumus, who edited the second part of the book in 
1659, perform his task in any degree better. In lx)th 
instances, the printer seems to have been suffered to do 
the work in his own way, and very infamously he has 
done it. To supj^ly all the short-comings of the autlior 
and his literary executor at this distance of time, is, un- 
fortunately, out of the power of any editor ; but in the 
present republication I have taken the liberty of re- 
arranging the poems, to a certain extent in the order in 
which it may be conjectured that they were written ; and 
where Lovelace contri1)uted commendatory vei'ses to 
other works, cither before or after the appearance of the 
first portion of Lurasfa, the two texts have been 
collated, and improved readings been occasionally ob- 
tained. 

The few jiooms, on which the fame of Lovelace may 
lx» said to rest, are emanations not only of the stirrinfj \ 
period in which he lived, but of the peculiar circumj 
stiUices into wbich he was tbrown at different epoclis of 
his life. Lovelace had not the melodious and exquisite 
taste of II<»rrick, the wit of Suckling, or tbe jK)Wor of 
liandolph (so often Seconal only to his master .lonson). 
^Fr. Singer lias pmised the exuberant fancy of Lovelace: 
but, in nivtliinkini', Lovelace was inferior in fanev.as we'll 
as in grace, both t«^ Carew and ibe autlior of Ilf'sjtfrifff'f^. 
Vet Lovelace has left luOiind him one or two things, 
whieh 1 doubt if any «»f those writers eouM have pro- 
ducc'l, and whi«h our greatest poets would nt»t have been 
ashamed to own. Winstanley was so far right in in- 
stituting a comparison between Lovelace and »Sydney, 
that it is hard to name any one in the entire circle of 

c 
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early English literature except Sydney and Wither, who 
could have attempted, with any chance of success, the 
Song to Althea from Prison; and how differently Sydney 
at least would have handled it ! We know what Herrick 
would have made of it ; it would have furnished the 
theme for one more invocation to Julia. From Suck- 
y ling we should have had a bantering playfulness, or a 
fescennine gaiety, equally unsuited to the subject. 
Waller had once an opportunity of realizing the position, 
which has been described by his contempoi-ary in im- 
mortal stanzas ; but Waller, when he was under con- 
finement, was thinking too much of his neck to write 
verses with much felicitj", and preferred waiting, till he 
got back to Beaconsfield (when his inspiration had 
evajiorated), to pour out his feelings to Lady Dorothy or 
Lady Sophia. Witlier's song, "Shall I wasting in Des- 
pair," is certainly sujierior to the Soiir/ to Althea. AVither 
was frequently equal to I^velace in poetical imagery and 
sentiment, and he far excelled him in versification. 
\Thc versification of Lovelace is indeed more rugged and 
'immusical than that of any other writer of the period, 
and thisMomish is so conspicuous throughout L?/rrt^/a,and 
is noticeable in so many cases, where it might have l>een 
avoided with verv little trouble, that we are natunillv led 
to the inference that Lovelace, in writing, accepted from 
indolence or haste, the first word which happened to occur 
to his mind. Daniel, Drayton, and othei*s were, it is 
well known, indefatigable revisers of their poems; they 
" added and altered many times," mostly for the iKJtter, 
occasionally for the worse. We can scarcely picture to 
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ourselves Lovelace blotting a line, though it would have 
been well for his reputation, if he had blotted many. ' 
In the poem of the Loose Saraband (p. 34) there 
is some resemblance to a piece translated from Me- 
leager in Elton's Siyecinieiis of Clonic Poets, i. 411, 
and entitled by Elton " Playing at Hearts." 

** Love acts the tennis-player's part, 
And throws to thee my panting heart ; 
HeUodora ! ere it fall, 
Let desire catch swift the ball : 
Let her in the ball-court move. 
Follow in the game with love. 
If thou throw me back again, 
I shall of foul play complain. *' 

And an address to the Cicada by the same writer, 
(lOid, i. 415) opens with these lines : — 

*' Oh, shrill- voiced insect that, with dew-drops sweet 
Inebriate, dost in desert woodlands sing. * ' 

In the jweni called " The Grasshopper " (p. 94), the 
author speaks of the insect as 

** Drunk ev'ry night with a delicious tear. 
Dropped thee from heaven. " 

The similarity, in each case, I believe to have been en- 
tirely accidental : nor am 1 disposed to think that Love- 
lace was under any considerable or direct obligations to 
the classics. I have taken occasion to remark that Love- 
lace seems to have helped to furnish a moilel to Cleveland, 
who carried to an extraordinary length that fondness for 
words and figures derived from the alchymist's vocabu- 
lary; but as regards the author of Lucasia himself, it may 



\ 
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be asserted that there are few writers whose productions 
exhibit less of book-lore than his, and even in those 
places, where he has employed phrases or images similar 
to some found in Peele, Middleton, Herrick, and others, 
there is great room to question, whether the circum- 
stance can be treated as amounting to more than a 
curious coincidence. 

The Master of Dulwich College has obligingly in- 
formed me, that the picture of AWiea, as well as that of 
Lovelace himself, bequeathed by Cartwright the actor 
to Dulwich College in 1687, bears no clue to date of 
composition, or to the artist's name, and that it does 
not assist in the identification of the lady. This is the 
more vexatious, inasmuch as it seems probable that Al- 
thea, whoever she was, became the poet's wife, after Lu- 
ccuicCs marriage to another. The Chloes, <fec. mentioned 
in the following pages were merely more or less inti- 
mate acquaintances of Lovelace, like the E/crfra, 
Perilla, Corinna^ Arc. of Ucrrick. Lut at the same 
time an obscurity has hitherto hung over some of the 
persons mentioned under lictitious names in the ixjenis 
of Lovelace, which a little research and trouble would 
have easily removed. For instance, no one who reads 
"Amaiimtha, a Pastoral," doubts that Lura^la and 
Atnarantha are one and the same person. Ak\i:i6 is 
Lovelace himself. EUinda is a female fricml of the 
poet, who occasionally stayed at her house, and on one 
occasion (p. 79) had a serious illness there. EUinda 
marries Amyntui'y under which disguise, 1 suspect, lurks 
the well known Maecenas of his time, Pjidymion Porter. 
If Porter be Amynioi'y of course EUimla must be the 
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Lady Olivia Porter, his wife. AvOjo (sec the poem of 
Amyntor's Grove) signifies Porter's friend, llcnry 
Jemiyn. It may be as well to add that the Loilire 
mentioned at p. 121, was the Lady Letticc Goring, 
wife of Lovelace's friend, and third daughter of Richard 
Boyle, first Earl of Cork. This lady died before her 
husband, to whom she brought no issue. 

The following lines arc prefixed to Fons Larhnj- 
marum, <fec. by John Quarles, 1648, 8vo., and are 
subscribed, as will be seen, R. L. ; they may be from 
the pen of Lovelace ; but, if so, it is strange that thoy 
were not admitted, with other productions of a similar 
character, into the volume puljlished by the poet him- 
self in 1G49, or into that edited by his brother in 1059. 

To MY DKAK FkIEND THE AUTJIOK. 

Tlie Son l)egins to rise, the Father's set : 
Heav'ii took away one light, Jiiul pleas 'd to let 
Another rise. (^>uarles, thy light's divine, 
And it shall tein;h Darkness it self to shine. 
Each word revives tliv Father's name, his art 
Is well imprinted in ihy noble heart. 
I've read thy pleasing linos, wherein 1 find 
The rare Endeavors of a modest mind. 
Pri>ceed as well as thou hast well hegun, 
That we may see the Father by the Son. 

H. L. 

Arms of Lowlacc of IVtliersdeii : (Jules, on a chiff 
indented argent, three martlets sable. 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES. 

P. xxiv. ^fr. Edni[und] Wykl. 

This gentleman, the friend of Aubrey, Author of the Mis- 
cdlaniesy &c., and (?) the son of Sir Edmund Wyld, seems to 
have furnished the former with a variety of information on 
matters of current interest. See Thorns* Anecdottn and 
TraditionHf 1830, p. 00. He is, no doubt, the E. W. Esq., 
whom Aubrey cites as his authority on one or two occasions, 
in his Ikcmains of GtntVisin and Jtidamn. He was evidently 
a person of the most benevolent character, and Aubrey 
{Lires of Eminent J/ew, ii. 48.S) jKiys him a handsome tribute, 
where he describes him as **a great fautor of ingenious and 
good men, for meer merit's sake.*' 



P. 10. *Iohn Plnchharl', Col [one!]. 

PiNrnn.\<K neither is nor was, I believe, a name of common 
occurrence ; and it is just i)ossible tliat the Colonel may be 
the very ** old Jack Pinch backc '' mentioned by Sir Nicholas 
L'Est range, in his Mtrry Passafjif and Jtsfs^ of which a 
selection Mas iriven by Mr. Thonis in his An«rdot*H and 
Ti'adidontj 1S.*J0. L'K.stran^'o, it is true, des(?nbcs the 
C\il(»nel as a **gamestfr an«l rutlor, <laubed with j^old laoc :" 
but this is not inc(>in]>atible with the identity between the 
Pinrhharh , wlio figures in Lnt-asta^ and Ofd Jnch\ who had 
{KThaps not always been **a gamester and rufller,'' and 
whose gold lace had, no doubt, once been in better com])any 
than that which he seems to have frequented, when L'Es- 
trange knew him. The "daulied gold lace,*' after all, only 
corre.'^iionds with the picture, which Lovelace himself may 
have presented in Gunjtoiciler AUty days. 
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P. 140. Princesse Katheri-ne, borne, ttc, iv one day, 

Ix Ellis's Orifjincd Letter li. Second Series, iii. 265, is printed 
a scrap from Harl. ^IS. 6088, in the handwriting of the 
Princess Elizabeth, daughter of Charles I. , gi>'ing a list of 
the children of that prince bj' Henrietta Maria, with the 
dates of their birth. There mention is made of a Princess 
Katherine, born Jan. 29, 1639. 1630 is, I believe, a slip of 
the pen for 1637 ; that is to say, the princess was bom on 
the 29th of January, 1637-8. This discrepancy between the 
Charisteria and the memorandum in Harl. MS. escaped Sir 
H. Ellis, who was possibly unaware of the existence of the 
former. For, unless a mistake is assumed on the part of 
the writer of the MS., the existence of two Princesses 
Katherine must be granted. 

P. 183. To a Lady with Childe that ohVi an Old Shirt, 
The custom to which the Poet here refers, was no doubt 
common in his time ; although the indofntigablc Brand does 
not appear to have met with any illustration of it, except in 
LncoMta. But since the note at j). 183 was written, the 
following pas.sn.r]fe in the old morality of The. Afaniayf. of 
]Vit and Wisdom (circa 1570) has come under my notice : — 

** luduhjence [to her son 117/]. 

Well, yet before the goei«t, hold hearc 
My hlessfNfj in a doutt , 
Wefl fare th*' mothtr at a vredr^ 
Stand to thy tacklincr Mont.'' 

The allu.«*ion is to the coiitcniplatt'd ninninirc of Wit to his 
betrothe<l, Wisdom. 

\\ 24P. Vt rf. mi. 

See Lore's LafiOnr\ Lost^ l.")9S, iv. .S .- - 

*' Hot. OM Mantuan I Old Mantuaii I who unrlcrstandeth 
thee not, loves thee not — ut^ n , W» la, mi, fa '' 

And Singer's Shakt'<pf:are, e<l. IS,"»IJ, ii. iJ."»7, note 15. 
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THE DEDICATION. 

TO THE RIGHT HON. MY LADY AXXE 

L0VELACE.1 

P the richest Treasury 
That e'er fiird ambitious eye ; 
To the faire bright ^lagazin 
Hath iinpoverisht Love's Queen ; 

To th* Exchequer of all honour 

(All take pensions but from her); 

To the taper of the thore 

"Which the gcxl liimselfe but bore ; 

To the Sea of Chaste Delight ; 

Let me cast the Drop I write. 
And as at Lon^tto's shrine 

Cjesar shovels in liis mine, 



* This lady was the wife of the unfortunate John, necond 
Lord Lovelace, who suffered so severely for his attachment 
to theKinff's cause, and daughter to tlieecjually unfortunate 
Thomas, Earl of Cleveland, who was etjually devoted to his 
soverei^, and wliose estates were ordered by the Parlia- 
ment to l>e sold, July 26, 1650. See Parliaments and Conn- 
ciU of England, 1839, p. 607. 



DEDIGATION. 

Th' EmpreB sprcada her caikanets, 
Tho lords submit their coronets, 
Knights their cltoscd amies hang 1)j', 
Mtuds diamond'ruby fsiicies tye ; 
Whilst from tlie pilgrim she wears 
One pooro false pearl, liut teii true teats : 

80 among tlic Orient prize, 
(Saphyr-onyx eulogies) 
Offer'd up unto your fame. 
Take my oarnbt-dublet name, 
And vouolisafe 'midst those rich joyes 
(Witli devotion) these toyej, 

KiCIIAItU LOVELAGK. 




TO MY HEST BROTHER OX HIS POEMS 
CALLED "LUCASTA." 




gOW y* have ohliogM tlici age, thy wel known 
worth 
Is to our joy auspiciously hrought forth. 
Good morrow to thy son, th}' fii*st lK)rne flame 
Which, as thou gav*st it hirth, sUimps it a name, 
That Fate and a discerning agt; shall set 
The chief(*st Jewell in her coronet. 

AMiy then needs all this i»aines, those season VI i>en3, 

That standing lifeguard to a Invoke (kind(» friends). 

That with ollicious care thus guanl thy gate. 

As if thy Child were illigitimate 1 

Forgive their freedome, sinct* unto their praise 

They write to give, not to dispute thy hayes. 

As when some glorious queen, whose pregnant worn bo 
IJrings forth a kingdome with her first-l)orne Sonne, 
Clarke but the subjects joy full hearts and eyes : 
Some offer gold, and others sacrifice ; 
This slayes a lamlie, that, not so rich as hce, 
Ih'ings but a dove, this but a bended knee ; 
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And though their giftes be various, yet their sence 
Speaks only this one thought, Long live the prince* 

So, my best brother, if unto your name 

I o£fer up a thin blew-buming flame, 

Pardon my love, since none can make thee shine, 

Vnlesse they kindle first their torch at thine. 

Then as inspired, they boldly write, nay that. 

Which their amazed lights but twinkFd at. 

And their illustrate thoughts doe voice this right, 

Lucasta held their torch ; thou gav'st it light 

Francis Lovelace, GoL 

AD EUXDEM. 

N puer Idalius tremulis circunivolat alis, 

Quem prope scdentem^ castior^ uret amor. 
Lam|)ada sic videos circumvolitare Py- 
rausta,^ 
Cui contingenti est flanima futura rogus. 
Ergo procul fugias, Lector, cui nulla placebunt 

Carmina, ni fuerint turpia, spurca, nigra. 
Sacrificus RomsB lustralem venditat undam : 

Castior est ilia CasUilis unda niihi : 
Limpida, et tvKiKpiwriSi nulla putredine spissa, 

Scilicet ex puro defluit ilLi jugo. 
Ex pura veniunt tam dia pocniata inente, 
Cui scelus est Veneris vel tetigisse fores. 

Thomas Hameiusley, Ecpies Auratus. 




> Old e(l. sidtntem. ' Old ed. cardor, 

* See Scheller'a Lex, Tot, Lot. voce Pyraunta and Pt/ralh 




TO THE AUTHOR. 7 

ON THE POEMS. 

OW humble is thy muse (Deare) that can 
daign 

Such servants as my pen to entertaine ! 

When all the sonnes of \vit glory to l^e 
Clad in thy muses gallant livery. 
I shall disgrace my master, prove a staiue, 
And no addition to his honoured traine ; 
Though all that read mc will presume to swear 
I neer read thee : yet if it may appear, 
I love the writer and admire the writ, 
I my owne want betray, not wrong thy wit. 
Did thy worke want a praysc, my barren brain 
Could not afford it ; my attempt were vaine. 
It needs no foyle : All that ere writ before, 
Are foyles to thy fairc Poems, and no more. 
Then to Ikj lodg'd in the same sheets with thine, 
May prove disgrace to yours, but grace to mine. 

N0RRI8 Jephsox, Col. 



TO ^lY ^lUCII LOVED FKIKXD, RICHARD 

LOVELACE E.st^. 

Carmen Krofiruin, 

EARE Lovelace, I am now al>out to prove 
I cannot write a verse, but can write love. 
On such a sulyeet as thy l)ooke I coo'd 
Write lKX)ks much greater, but not half so good. 
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But as the humble tenant, that does bring 

A chicke or egges f or's oflTering, 

Is tane into the buttry, and does fox ^ 

Equall with him that gave a stalled oxe : 

So (since the heart of ev'ry cheerfull giver 

Makes pounds no more accepted than a stiver),* 

Though som thy prayse in rich stiles sing, I may 

In stiver-stile write love as well as they. 

I write so well that I no criticks f eare ; 

For whole read mine, when as thy booke's so neer, 

Vnlesse thy selfe f then you shall secure mine 

From those, and He engage my selfe for tliine. 

Thcyl do't themselves ; the this allay youl take, 

I love thy lx)ok, and yet not for thy sake. 

Joiix Jephson, Col.^ 



' To fox usually mctins to intoxicate. To fox oneself is to 
get drunk, and to fox a |>er8on is to viake him druuh The 
word in this sense belonj^s to the cunt vocabulary. But in 
the present case, fox merely sij^nifies to fart or toftcut, 

* A Dutch penny. It is very likely that this individual 
had served with the jjoet in Holland. 

^ Three members of this family, or at least three {lersons 
of this name, probably rehitetl, fijrure in the history of the 
present perio<l, viz.. Colonel John Jephson, apiKirently a 
military associate of Lovelace ; Norris Jephson, who con- 
tributetl a copy of vei-ses to Lnccutta, and to the first folio 
edition of Beaumont and Fletcher's plays, 1647 ; and William 
Jephson, M'hose name occurs among the subscribers to the 
Scltmn League and Covenant, 1G43. 



TO THE AUTHOR. 9 

TO MY NOBLE AND MOST INGENIOUS FRIEND, 

COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE, 

UPON HIS "LUCASTA." 

from the pregnant hraine of Jove did rise 
Pallas, the queeue of wit and Ijeautious 

As faire Luciista from thy temples flowes, 
Temples no lesse ingenious then tloves. 
Alike in birth, so shall she l>e in fame, 
And l>e immortall to prt»serve thy Xame. 




AXOTHKK, UPON THE POIOLS. 

-<> 
OAV, when the wai*s augment our woes and 

fears, 
And the shrill noise of drums oi)presse our 

ears ; 
Xow peace and safety from our shores are tied 
To holes and cavernes to secure tlieir head ; 
Xow all the gi-jiccs from the land are sent. 
And tln' nine Muses sutVer hanishment ; 
Wlicncc spring these raptures? wlience tliis lieavenly 

rime, 
8«) calme and even in st> harsli a time? 
Well might that charmer liis faire Ca*lia ^ crowne, 



* Many jioets have celel>rate<l the channs of a Otlia ; but 
1 apprehend that the writer licre iiitciuls CarcM'. 
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And that more polish't Tyterus ^ renowne 

His Sacarissa, when in groves and bo\nres 

They could repose their limbs on beds of flowrs : 

When wit had prayse, and merit had reward, 

And every noble spirit did accord 

To love the Muses, and their priests to raise, 

And interpale their browes with flourisliing Imyes ; 

But in a time distracted so to sing, 

When peace is hurried hence on rages wing, 

Wlien the fresh l>ayes are ^ from the Temple tome, 

And every art and science made a scornc ; 

Then to raise up, by musicke of thy aii;, 

Our drooping spirits and our grieved hearts ; 

Tlien to delight our souls, and to inspire 

Our breast with pleasure from tliy charming lyre ; 

Then to divert our sorrowes by thy straines, 

Making us quite forget our sevon yeers paines 

In the past wars, unlcssc that Orpheus l>e 

A sharer in thy glory : for when he 

Descended downe for his Euridice, 

He stroke his lute with like ailmirtMl art, 

And made the damned to for<;i;t their smart. 

John Pinch backe, Col 



* Waller. - Original has is. 



TO THE AUTHOR. 11 



E^A2TIK0N. 

Ovvo/MOLf KOI vdvr<i)V fiVYjfiocrvvrfV oAccrai. 
'128?) I' yap TToutv dyaOrfV vovos d<f>6ov6s iirriy 

'^Ov /irj8€ls aiiov oI8€V oSovai <f>ay€iv, 
'ilSr^v cot, <^iX€, BiOK€ fuv aifyOiTOVf wya^c, /xovcra, 

*Qs €iS al(avas ovvofia t/c t€OV. 

YiLLiERS Haringtox, L.C. 




TO HIS MUCH HO^^OURED FRIEND, 

MR. RICHARD LOVELACE, 

OX Ills POEMS. 

|p] that doth paint thi* lieaiities of your verst», 
^[iist use your jwusil, 1m» pohtc, soft, U'l'so ; 
Foi-givu that man whose In-st of art is lovo. 
If hv no c(}uall mast«T to you jirovo. 
My heart is all my cloquonw, and that 
Si>eaks sharp alicction, wh<»n my wonls fall Hat ; 
I ivado you like my mistres.se, and discry 
In every line the quicknesse of her ryv : 
Her smoothnesse in eaeh sy liable, her ^race 
To marshall evVy wonl in the ri;;ht i>lace. 
It is the excellence and soule of wit, 
"NMien ev'rv thin" is free as well as lit : 
For metai)hors packt up and crowded clost! 
Swatli y* minds sweetnes, and display the thixiw.^, 
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And, like those chickens liatcht in furnaces, 
Produce or one limbe more, or one linibe lesse 
Then nature liids. Survey such when they ^nlte, 
No clause but's justFd with an epithite. 
^0 powerfully you draw when you ixjrswade, 
I'assions in you in us are vertues made ; 
Such is the magick of that lawfuU shell 
That where it doth but talke, it doth comi)ell : 
For no Apelles 'till this time e*re drew 
A Venus to the waste so well as you. 

W. RUDYERD.^ 




rHE world shall now no longer niourue nor vex 
For th' oblicjuity of a cross-gi-ainM sex ; 
Nor beauty swvll aljove h<*r Iwnkes, (and 
made 
For oniam(^nt) the universe, inv.nde 
So fiercely, that 'tis (lUcstionVi in our l»ookes, 
Wlu'ther kils most tin* Amazon's swonl or lookes. 
Luc(usta in lovos game discriM'tly maki's 
Women and men joyntly to share tln^ sUikes, 
And lets us know, when women scorne, it is 
^lens hot love makes the antiparisthesis ; 
And a lay lover heiv such comfort tin<ls 
As Holy Writ gives to affected minds. 



* Only flon of SirBenjatiiiii Kiulyerd, Kt., known as u poet 
and a friend of {loets, and as a wanu advocate of Episcopacy. 
See ifcmoirsf of Sir B, /»*., e<liteil by Manning, 1841, 8vo, 
p. 257. 
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The wilder nymphs, lov's power could not comand, 

Are by thy almighty numl>ers brought to hand, 

And flying Daphnes, caught, amazed vow 

They never heard Apollo court till now. 

*Tis not by force of amies tliis feat is done. 

For that would puzzle even the Knight o' th* Sun ; ^ 

But 'tis by pow'r of art, and such a way 

As Orpheus usM, when lie made fiends olxiy. 

J. Xeedi.er, Hosp. Grayensis. 

TO HIS ^^OBLK FRIKXD, MK. RICHARD 

LOVELACE, UPON HIS POEMS. 
Sir, 

VR tiiiK'S art* much dog(»nerate from thosi*, 
AVhich your swoet Muse, which your fair 

fortune chose ; 
An<l as complexions alter witli tlie climes, 
Our wits have dniwne th' infection of our times. 
That candid .age no other way could tell 
To be ingenious, but by speaking well. 
Who best could praysi', had then the greatest j)niys«' ; 

* A culfbratcd romance, verv frenuentlv rt-forre*! to Ijv our 
old Miiters. Sir Thomas Overhury, in his Chararti tk^ lejire- 
sents u cliambermaid as carried awav hv the itcrusal nf it 
into the realms of romance, insomuch that she can Unrelv 

' ft 

refrain from ftMsakiiijr her t>ccn|Kition, and turnin;^ hidy- 
errant. The hook is hetter known innler the title of The 
Mirror oj Priiioly JJc(il*s ami Kniyhfhooff^ wherein is 
shewed the worthinesse of the Kni«;ht of the Sunne, Ac. 
It consists of nine piirts, which a)»iiear to liave been pub- 
lished at intervals between 1583 and 16<)l. 
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Twas more esteemd to give then wear the bayes. 

Modest ambition studied only then 

To honour not her selfe, but worthy men. 

These vertues now are banisht out of towne, 

Our Civill Wars have lost the civicke crowne. 

He highest builds, who with most art destroys, 

And against others fame his owne employs. 

I see the envious caterpillar sit 

On the faire blossome of each growing wit. 

The ayre*s already tainted with the swarms 
Of insects, which against you rise in arms. 
Word-peckers, paper-rats, book-scorpions. 
Of wit corrupted the unfashion'd sons. 
The barbed censurers l)egin to looke 
Like the grim Consistory on thy booke ; 
And on each line cast a reforming eye 
Severer then the yong presbytery. 
Till, when in vaine they have thee all perus'd, 
You shall for being faultlesse Ix^ accused. 
Some reading your Lucanta will alledge 
You wronged in her the Houses priviledge ; 
Some that you under sequestration are, 
Because you write when going to the Warre ; 
And one the book prohibits, because Kent 
Their first Petition by the Authour sent. 

But when the beauteous ladies came to know, 
That their dcare Lovelace was endangered so : 
Lovelace, that thaw'd the most congealed brest, 
He who lov'd best, and them defended best. 
Whose hand so rudely grasps the steely brand, 
Whose hand so gently melts the ladies hand, 



TO THE AUTHOR, 15 

They all in mutiny, though yet undrest, 

Sally'd, and would in his defence contest 

And one, the. loveliest that was yet e're seen. 

Thinking that I too of the rout had been. 

Mine eyes invaded with a female spight 

(She knew what pain 't would be to lose that sight). 

no, mistake not, I reply'd : for I 

In your defence, or in his cause, would dy. 

But he, secure of glory and of time. 

Above their envy or mine aid doth clime. 

Him valianst men and fairest nymphs approve. 

His booke in them finds judgement, with you, love. 

AxDR. Marvell 




TO COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE, 

OX THE PUBLISHING OF HIS 

INGENIOUS POEMS. 

F the desire of glory sj)oak a mind 
^Ioi*c nobly operative and more refined, 
AVhat vast soulc moves thee, or what hero's 
spirit 

(Kept in'ts traduction pure) dost thou inherit. 
That, not contented with one single fame. 
Dost to a double glory spn^ad thy name, 
And on thy happy temples safely set 
Both th' Delphiek wreath and civic coronet? 
"NVas't not enough for us to know how far 
Thou couldst in season suffer, act and dare 



16 VERSES ADDRESSED 

But we must also witnessc, with what height 

And what lonick sweetuesse thou canst write, 

And melt those eager passions, tliat are 

Stubborn enough t' enrage the god of war 

Into a noble love, which may expire ^ 

In an illustrious pyramid of fire ; 

Which, lisving gained his due station, may 

Fix tliere, and everlasting flames display. 

This is the braver path : time soouc can smother 

Tlie dear-lK)ught sjwils and tropheis of the other. 

How many fiery heroes have there l)een, 

Whose triumphs were as soone forgot as seen 1 

Because they wanted some diviner one 

To rescue the from night, and make the known. 

Such art thou to thy sclfo. Wliile others dream 
Strong flatteries on a faiuM or borrowM theam. 
Thou shalt remaine in tliine owne lustre bright. 
And addc unto 't Lvrofifa!^ cliaster light. 

For none so fit to sing groat tilings as he, 
That can act (►'re all lights of jint'try. 
Thus had Achilles his owne gosts desiguM, 



He had his genius Homer far outshiu'd. 



Jo. Haij^ 



* Oiijriiiiil has aspire. 

' The prectH'ious author of I font' Vnrivti\ 1G46, and of a 
volume of |K)ems M'liitrli was printed in the siinie year. In 
the LuroMta are some compliniontary lines 1)y Lovelace on 
Hairs translation of the comnicntary of Hiei*ocle8 on the 
Golden Verses of Pythagoras, 1G."»7. 
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TO THE HONORABLE, VALIANT, AND INGENIOUS- 

COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE, 

ON HIS EXQUISITE POEMS. 

OPrrS and i)ai liters liavc some near relation^ 
Com par' J with fancy and imagination; 
The one paints shadowed persons (in pure 
kind), 

The other paints the pictures of the mind 
In purer verse. And as rare Zeuxes fame 
Shin'd, till Apelles art eclipsM the same 
I>3* a more exquisite and curious line 
In Zeuxeses (with pensill far more fine), 
80 have our modern poets late ilone well, 
Till thine appearM (which scarce have paralel). 

They like to Zeuxes grapes beguile the sense, 
]»ut thine do i-avish the intelligence, 
Like the rare banquet of Apelles, drawn, 
And covered over with most curious lawn. 

Thus if thy careles draughts are calVl the best, 
AVhat would thy lines have beene, had'st thou profest 
That faculty (infusM) of i)oetry. 
Which a«lds surh honour unto thv chivalrv ? 
Doubtles thy v«*r.se had all as far transcended 
As Svdneves Proso, who IVx'ts once di'fended. 

For when I read thy much r«Mi()\vned p«*n, 
Mv fan<v there linds out another I Jen 
In thy brave language, judgement, wit, and art, 
Of every piece of thine, in every i)art : 
AVIn'rc thy seraj)hiqui* Sy<lii(»yan tire is raised high 
In valour, vertue, love, and loyaltv. 

C 
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Virgil was styi'd the loftiest of all, 
Ovid the smoothest and most naturall ; 
Martiall concise and witty, quaint and pure, 
luvenall grave and learned, though obscure. 

But all these rare ones which I heere reherse, 
Do live againe in Thee, and in thy Verse : 
Although not in the language of their time. 
Yet in a speech as copious and sublime. 

The rare Apelles in thy picture wee 
Perceive, and in thy soule Apollo see. 
Wei may each Grace and Muse then crown thy praise 
With Mars his banner and ^linerva's bayes. 

Fra. Lentox.^ 



TO HIS HONOURED AND INGENIOaS FRIEND, 

COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE, 

ON HIS "LUCASTA." 

HAST as Creatiun meant us, and more 

briglit 
Then tlie first day in \s uneclipsed light, 
Is thy Lwattia ; and thou oflerest heere 
Lines to lier name as uiidelilM and eleere ; 




* The atithor of the Yoxnuj (JcUlant'A Whirl i[ji{itj, 1G29, and 
other poeticiil works. Sin;;er does not give these lines. In 
the Whirlig'nj there is u curious picture of a youn^ gullant 
of the time of Churles I., to which Lovchicc nii^jrht have sat, 
had he been ohi enoui^h at the time. But Lenton hud no 
want of sitters for his {x)rtrait. 
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Such as the first indeed more happy dayes 
(When vertue, wit, and learning wore the bayes 
Kow vice assumes) would to her memory give : 
A Vestall flame that should for ever live, 
Plac't in a christal temple, reared to be 
The Embleme of her thoughts integrity ; 
And on the porch thy name insculpt, my friend, 
Whose love, like to the flame, can know no end. 
The marble step that to the alter brings 
The hallowed priests with their clean offerings. 
Shall hold their names that humbly crave to be 
Votaries to th' shrine, and grateful friends to thee. 
So shal we live (although our offrings prove 
Meane to the world) for ever by thy love. 

Tho. Rawlins.^ 



TO MY DEAR BROTHER, COLOXEL 
RICHARD LOVELACE. 

LE doe my nothing too, and try 
To dabble to thy memory. 
Xot that I offer to tliv name 
Encomiums of thy lasting fume. 

Those by the landed have been writ : 

Mine's but a yonger-brother wit ; 

A wit that's hudled up in scarros. 

Borne like my rough selfe in the warros ; 




* A well known dnimntist and poet. These lines arc not 
in Singer's reprint. 
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And as a Squire in the fight 
Serves only to attend the Knight, 
So *tis my glory in this field, 
Wliere others act, to beai-e thy shield. 

Dudley Lovelace, Capt^ 



^ The youngest brother of the pdet. Besides the present 
lines, and some to be found in the posthumous volume, of 
which he wtis the editor, this gentleman contributed the 
following commendatory poem to Ayit^ ami Dialotjues [by 
Thomas Stanley Escj.] set by John Gamble, 1656. The 
verses themselves have little merit ; and the only object 
which I hod in introducing them, was to add to the com- 
pleteness of the present edition : — 

TO MY MUCH HONORED COZEX, MR. STANLEY, 
uroN HIS POEMS skt by mk. john gamrlk. 

I. 
Enoi'i;!!, enough of orbs and spheres. 

Reach me a trum{)et or a drum, 
To sound sharp synnets in your ejirs. 
And beat (Tdeep encomium. 

II. 
I know not th' £i<{ht Intelligence : 

Those that do understand it, pray 
Let them step hither, and from thence 

Si>eak M'hat they all do sing or say : 

III. 
• Nor wliat your dia|Hisons are, 

Your 8ym|Kithies and symphonic?* ; 
To me they seem as distant farre 

As whence they tak«; their infant rise. 

IV. 

But I've a mateful heart can rinjj 
A jieale of ordnance to your praise. 

And volleys of small plaudits brinrr 
To clowd a crown nl>out vour baies. 
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DE DOMIXO RICHARDO LOVELACIO, 
Armigero et Chiliarciia,^ viro ixcomparabili. 

CCE tibi, heriii clans natalibus orlo ; ^ 
Cujiis lionomtos Cantia vidit avos. 
Cujus adliuc iiiemorat rediviva Batavia 
])atrein, 
Inter et Herculeos eiuimerare solet. 




V. 

Though laurel is thought thunder free, 
That stonns and lightning disallows, 

Yet Ca*sar thorough fire and eea 
Snatches her to twist his conquering brows. 

VI. 

And now me tliinks like him you stand 
1' til' head of all tlie Poets' hoast, 

Whilest with your words you do command, 
They silent do their duty boast. 

MI. 

Which done, the army ecchoes o're, 

Like (iaml)Ie los one and all, 
And in their various notes implore, 

Long live our noble Generall. 

Dl'DLKV POSTHUMI'S LoVELACE. 

' Strictly speaking, the officer in command of a thousand 
men, from the (treek x<^*<^PX^^ oi* Xt^«^PXo<) but in the pre* 
9ent instance meaning nothing more than Colonel. 

'I have amende<l the text of these lines, which in the 
original is very corrupt. 1 suppose that the com|*ositor was 
left to himself, as usual. 
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Qui tua GroUaferox, laceratus vulnere multOy 

Fulmineis vidit mcBnia Pacta globis. 
Et cum 88Bva tuas f udisset Iberia turmas, 

Afflatu pyni pulveris ictus obit 
HflBC sint magna : tamen major majoribus hie est, 

Nititur et pennis altiiis ire novis. 
Sermonem patrium callentem et murmura CeltaBy 

Kon piguit linguas edidicisse duas. 
Quicquid Eoma vetus, vel quicquid Grsecia jactat, 

Musarum nutrix alma Galena dedit. 
Gnaviter Hesperios compressit Martc cacliinnos, 

Devictasque dedit Cantaber ipse manus. 
IITon evitavit validos Dunkerka lacertos, 

Non intercludeus alta Lacuna vias, 
Et scribenda gerens vivaci mamiore digna, 

Scribere Caesarco more vel ipse potest. 
Cui gladiura Bellona dedit, calamumque Minerva^ 

Et gcminse Lauriis circuit umbra comam. 
Cujus si faciein spcctcs vulthsque decorem, 

Vix pucr Idalius gratior ore fuit. 




AI) EUNDEM. 

ERRICO succedc nieo : dedit ille priora 
Carmina, carminibus non meliora tuis.^ 



^ Herrick's HtHpcHdcB had appeared in 1&48. 



TO THE AUTHOR. 



HEPI TOY AYTOY. 

AovXaK(09 iroXXa7rXa<r(<u9 <l>i\os €(rriv €fX€lo, 

ToVVOfld €<rTt <^(Xo9, Kttt TO votjfia <^tAo9. 
Kai <l>vX,ov am<^i*Xu> fi€yd\oi(riv dyaKXirrov €pyoi9 

Tijs dp€Ty]S' x^'-P^^ '^^^ <f>p€Vos dyxivoos- 
'Os V€OS Iv rvrOais irivvTiag a'€kiS€(r(riv €drjK€ 

HoirjTtiJv (KacTov \pw/JLar hrayp6fJL€Vos- 
^povpov MoiM7tt<ui% iroKLvC^v €(r(r^i'a McXiO'O'iliv, 

*Ev X,apiT€(r{ri ^a^ii', Kat M€X€€(r<ri /LieXt. 

Scripsit Jo. IIarmarus, 

Oxonicnsis, C. W. M.^ 



^ A celebrated scholar and philologist. An account of him 
will be found in Bliss's edition of Wood's Afheiuv, He pub- 
lished an Elegy on St. Alluin the Protomart^T and an 
A{x>log7 ^^^ Archbishop Willianis, and edited Scapula. 
These lines arc omittc<l by Singer. 




POEMS. 

SONG. 

«ET «Y MH. HEXKY LA WES. ^ 

TO LUCASTA. GOING BEYOND THE SEAS. 




I. 

F to Ixj absent were to be 
Away from thee ; 
Or that when I am gone, 
You or I were alone ; 
Then my LwaKta might I crave 
Pity from l>histring wimle or swallowing wave. 

II. 
l>ut I'le not sigh one l»last or gale 
To swell my saile, 
Or pa}' a teare to swage 
The foaming lilew-gmls rage ; 
For wliether he will let me passe 
Or no, I'm still as haj)]\v as 1 was. 



'^Of Henry and William Lawes an account may V>e fuund 
in Burney ami Hawkins. Although the former (H. Luiwes) 
set many of I-.ovelace's pieces to music, only two occur in 
the Ayrt'i and JJialotjutn for Owe, Two, and Thvtt loye*, 
1653-55-8, folio. 
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in. 

Though seas and land betwixt iis both, 
Our faith and troth, 
Like separated soules, 
All time and space controules : 
Above the highest sphere wee meet, 
Unseene, unknowne, and greet as angels greet 

IV. 

So then we doe anticipate 
Our after-fate. 
And are alive i'th* skies. 
If thus our lips and eyes 
Can speake like spirits unconfniM 
In Heav'n, their earth}' Ijodics left behind. 

SOXG. 

SET BY MR. JOHN I^XIERE. 

TO LUCASTA. GOIXO TO THE WARRES. 

I. 

ELL me not, (sweet,) I am unkindo, 

Tliat from the nunncrio 
Of th}' chaste breast and quiet mimic 
To warre and amies I Hie, 

II. 

True : a new Mistresse now I chaso, 

The first foe in the field ; 
And with a stronger faith imlniice 

A sword, a horse, a shield 
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III. 

Yet this inconstancy is such, 

As you too shall adore ; 
I could not love thee, dear, so much, 

Lov*d I not Honour more. 




A PARADOX. 

I. 

IS true the beauteous Starred 
To which I first did bow 
Burnt quicker, brighter far. 

Than that which leads me now ; 
Which shines with more delight. 
For gazing on that light 
80 long, neere lost my sight 

II. 

Through foul we follow faire, 
For had the world one face. 
And earth been bright as ay re, 
We had knowne neither place. 
Indians smell not their neast ; 
A Swisse or Finne tastes best 
The spices of the Ejist.- 



' The Ea^t was celebrated by all our early poets as the 
land of spices and rich gums : — 
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HI. 

So from the glorious Sunne 

Wlio to ]iis height hath got, 
With what dehght we runne 
To some black cave or grot ! 
Aiid, heav'iily Sydney you 
Twice read, had rather view 
Some odde romance so new. 

IV. 

The god, that constant keepcs 

Unto his deities, 
Is poore ill joyes, and sleepes 
Imprisoned in the skies. 
This knew the wisest, who 
From Juno stole, below 
To love a bciir or cow. 



** For now the fraj^rant East, 
Tlie spicery o' th' world, 

Hath Imil'd 
A rosie tincture o'er the Phtvnix nest." 
Oiia Sacra, by Mildinay, Earl of Westmoreland, 

* 1G48, p. 37. 
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SOXG. 



SET BY MR. HENRY LAWES. 



TO AMARANTHA ;^ THAT SHE WOULD DISHEVELL 

HER HAIRE. 



I. 




^rARANTHA sweet and fairc, 
Ah brade- no more th.it shining haire ! 

As mv curious hand or eye, 
Hovering round thee, let it flyo. 



ir. 



Let it five as unconiln'd 
As it's cahne mvisher, the M'inde, 

Who hath left his darling, th' Eiist, 
To wanton oVe that'^ spicie neast. 



III. 



Kv'rv trcs^^o must 1m? confest : 
I»ut neatly tangled at the Ijest ; 



* A ix>rtion of this sonjr is ]>rint€d, with a few ortho- 
graphical vaiiations, in the At/rts ami DinJofjioA^ iiart i. 
1653 ; juhI it is also fouiul in Cotgraves Wits Interprettr, 
IGd*!, where it is callo<l '* Amarantha couiiselle<l." Cotgrave 
uf>e<l the text of I-a\vfs» ami only j^ives that |Kirt of the pro- 
duction which he found in Ayren and lJi(iJo*jHtM, 

- Forl)ear to hrade — I^iwes* Ayrts and Dialotjutx, and 
Cotgrave. 

•' This — Liiwes' Ayt'ts aud hinlogiuH. Cotgrave reads hi*. 
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Like a clue of golden thread, 
Most excellently ravelled. 

IV. 

Doe not then winde up that light 
In ribands, and o*er-cloud in night, 

Like the sun in's early ray ; 
But shake your head, and scatter day. 

V. 

See, 'tis broke ! within this grove. 
The bower and the walkes of love. 

Weary 13'e we downe and rest. 
And fanne each other's panting breast. 

VI. 

Heere wee'll strippe and coole our fire. 
In crcame below, in milk-Kaths^ higher : 

And when all wells are drawne dry, 
I'll drink a tearc out of thine e3'e. 

VII. 

Which our very joys shall leave. 
That soiTowes tlius we can deceive ; 
Or our very sorrowes weepc, 
. »*" \ That joyes so ripe so little keepe. 



' Milk-baths have l)cen a favourite luxury in all ages. 
Peele ;had probably in his mind the custom of his own time 
and country wlien he wrote tlic followin*^ ]Kissage : — 
** Bright Bethsal>e shall wash in David's bower, 
In M'ater mix'd with purest almond flower, 
And bathe her beauty in the milk of kids." 

KiHfj David and Fair Btthsaht^ 1599. 
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SONNET. 



SET BY MR. HUDSON. 



I. 




\ EPOSE your finger of that ring, 
And crowne mine witli't awhile ; 
Now I restor't. Pray, dos it bring 

Back with it more of soile 1 
Or shines it not as innocent, 
As honest, as before 'twas lent ? 

II. 

So then inrich me with that treasure, 

'Twill hut increase your store. 
And please me (faire one) with that pleasure 

yiw^i please you still the more. 
Not to save others is a curse 
The blackest, when y'are neVe the worse. 




ODE. 

.SET nV DR. JOHN WILSON. ' 

TO LUCASTA. THE ROSE. 

I. 

WEP^T seriMie skve-like llowcr, 
1 last I' to a<lurn her l)owor ; 
^^^ From thy long dowdy IxmI 

Sh<»ot forth thv damaske- hea«l. 



* Dr. John Wilson was a native of Feversliam in Kent, n 
(gentleman of Charles tlie First's clia|K;l, and chamber- 
musician to his majesty. For an account of his works, see 
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II. 

New-startl(Hl l^lush of Flora / 

The grief e of pale Aurora^ 
Who will contest no more, 
Haste, haste, to strowe her floore. 

III. 
Vermilion Iwill, that's given 
From lip to lip in Heaven ; 
Loves conches cover-letl, 
Haste, haste, to make her l)ed. 

IV. 

Dear offspring of pleas'd Vem(r% 
And jollie plnmi>e Sileiuia ; 

Haste, haste, to decke the haire. 
Of th' only sweetl}-^ faii*e. 

V. 

See ! rosie is her lx)wer, 
Her floore is all this flower ; 

H(M* Iw'd a rosie nest 

J>y a ImmI of roses prest. 



Burney's History of Mtisiv^ vol. iii. pp. 39i)-4'"M), or Hawkins' 
History of Mu'<ic J iii. ")7, where a |K)rtniit of Wilsson, taken 
from the orijriiial paint in<?, will lie found. Woml, author of 
the Fa-'<fi and Afht-jm-, says that he was in his time, "the 
l)est at the lute in all Enjrland.*' Herrick, in his //e^/>€r/</€*', 
1648, has these lines in reference to Henry Liiwes : — 
*' Then if tliy voiee conuningle with the strinof, 

I hear in thee tlie laie Laiiiere to sinjjf. 

Or curioHM W'Ukoh,'^ 
• ' In a MS. copy of the |X)em conteni|>oraiy with tlie 
author, now Injfore me, this word is omitte<]. 
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vr. 

But earlv as she dresses, 

W[\y fl}' you her bright tresses ? 

All ! I have fouml, I feare ; 

Because her eheckes are neere. 



LOVE COXQUER'D. 
A SONG. 

SET nV MR. HENRY LA WES. 

r. 

HE childish gcnl of love did swearc 

Thus : B}' my awfull lx)w and quiver^ 
Yon' weeping, kissing, smiling pair, 
rie scatter all their vowes i' th' ayr, 
And their knit imhraces shiver. 



II. 

Up then to th' heatl with his hest art 

Fidl of spite and envy hlownc, 
At her constant marhlc heart, 
Ho drawes his swiftest surest dart, 

AVhich iKunidod hack, and hit his owne 

III. 

Xow the i»rin(te of fires hurnos ; 

Flames in the luster of her eves ; 
Tritunphant she, i-efuses, scornes ; 
Ho submits, atlores and mournes, 

And is his votresse sacrifice. 
1) 



Zi 
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IV. 

Foolish boy ! resolve me now 

What 'tis to sigh and not be heard ? 
He weeping kneel'd, and made a vow : 
The world shall love as yon* fast two ; 
So on his sing*d wings up he steer'd. 




A LOOSE SARABAXI). 

SET BY MR. HENRY LAWES. 
I. 

H me ! the little tymnt theefe ! 
As once my heart was playing, 
He snatcht it uj) and flew a>vay, 
Laughing at all m}' pmying. 



II. 



Proud of his purduisc,^ he surveys 

And curi<nisly sounds it, 
And thou^'h he sees it full of wounds. 

Cruel one, still- he wounds it. 



' Prize. It is not uticominonlv used bv the earlv dranm- 

• • » 

tists ill this sense ; but the verb to jmrrhasf: is more usually 
found than the noun. 

" Yet havinjx op|>oit unity, he tries, 
(iets her ^ooilwill, and with his purchase flies." 
Wither's AhuHta Stript and Whijit, 1613. 
'^ Here I have ha/airde<l an emendation of the text. In 
original >ve read, crut/i Htill on. Lovelace's [)oems were 
evidently printed without the slightest care. 
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III. 

And now this heart is all his 8]K)rt, 

Which as a ball he boiuideth 
From hand to breast, from breast to lip, 

And all its^ rest confoundeth. 

IV. 

Then as a top he sets it up. 

And pitifully "whips it ; 
Sometimes he cloathcs it gay and fine. 

Then straight againe he strips it. 

V. 

He covered it with false rcliefe,'- 

Which gloriously showed it ; 
And for a niorning-cushionet 

On's mother he IjestowM it. 

VI. 

Eiich day, with her small bmzen stings, 

A thousand times she racM it ; 
J>ut then at night, bright with her gemmcs. 

Once neere her breast she placM it. 

VII. 

There warme it gan to throb and bleed ; 

»Slie knew that smart, and grieved ; 
At length this poore condemned heart 

AVith these rich drugges repreeved. 

' Origiual reads iVtt. - Original has htlitft. 
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viir. 

She washt the wound with a fresh tcare,. 

'Wliich my Luccufta dropped, 
And in the sleave^-silke of her haire 

Twas hard bound up and M'rapped. 

IX. 

She proab'd it with her constancic, 
And found no i-ancor nigh it ; 

Only the anger of her eye 

Had wrought some proud flesh by it, 

X. 

Tlien prcst she naixle in ev'rj' veine, 
TVliich from her kisses trilleil ; 

And with the Ixihiie heald all its painCy 
That from her hand distilled. 

XI. 

But yet this heart avoyds mo still, 
AVill not by me Ik* owned ; 

But's fled to it^ physitiau*s l»rcast ; 
There proudly sits inthroned. 



Soft, like floss. 
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ORPHEUS TO WOODS. 
SONG. 

SET BY MR. CURTES. 

EARK ! Oil heark ! you guilty trees, 
In whose gloomy galleries 
Was the cruelFst niuitier done, 
That e're yet eolipst the suiine. 
Be then henceforth in your twigges 
Blasted, e're you sprout to sprigges ; 
Feele no season of the yeere. 
But what shaves off all your haire, 
Xor carve any from your wonibes 
Ought but coffins and tlicir tonibes. 




ORPHEUS^ TO BEASTS. 
SONG. 

SET BY MR. CURTES.- 
I. 

EliE, hen*, oh liere ! Knritlue^ 
Here was she slaine ; 
Her soule 'still'd through a veine: 
The guds knew lesse 



' By Orpheus M-e may pcrlini>s understand Lovelace him- 
self, and by Euridice, the lady whom he cclebrateii under 
tlie name of Lucasta. <iraingcr mentions (Biog, Hist, ii. 74) 
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That time divinitie, 

Then ev*n, ev'n these 
Of bnitishnesse. 

H. 

Oh ! could you view the melodie 

Of ev'ry grace, 
And musick of her face,^ 

You'd drop a teare, 
Seeing more harmonic 

In her bright e^'^e, 

Then now you heare. 

« ■ ■ ■ 

a portrait of Lovelace by Oa^-n'ood, in M-hich he is represented 
as Orpheus. I have not seen it. The old iK>ets were rather 
fond of likening themselves to this legendary' personage, or 
of designating themselves his [)oetical children : — 

** We that are Or])heuH* sons, and can inherit 
By that gieat title "— 

Davknant's irorilx, 1673, p. 215. 
Many other examples miglit be ^iven. Massinger, in his 
City Madam, IGoS, makes Sir John Frugal introduce a 
representation of tlie story of the Thracian l>ard at an enter- 
tainment given to Luke Frugal. 

' A lutenist. Wood savs that after the Restoration he 
became gentleman or singiiifr-man of Christ Church, Oxford. 
He was one of those musicians wlio, after the abolition of 
organs, &c. during the civil war, met at a private house at 
Oxford for the purjiose of taking his juirt in musical enter- 
tainments. 

* ** Such was Zideika ; such around her shone 

The nameless channs unmark'd hy her alone ; 

The light of love, the puritj* of grace. 

The mind, the music breathing from her face.*' 

Byron's Unde of Abydoa^ canto 1. 

(Horit*, ed. 1825, ii. 299. > 
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PIALOGUK 
LucASTA, Alexis.^ 

SET BY MR. JOHN GAMBLE.^ 
I. 

Liirasfa. 

£LL me, Alexis, what this parting is,. 
That so like ilyiiig is, but is not it ? 



Alexis. 
It is a s wounding for a wliile from blisse, 
Till kind hotc thte tjou call's us from the fit. 

Chorus. 

If then the spirits only stray, let mine 
Fly to thy lx)somo, and my soide to thine : 
Thus in our native scate we gladl}' give 
Our right for one, where we can Ijettcr live. 

II. 
liut ah, this lingVing, murdring farewel ! 
Death (juickly wounds, and wiiuntluigcures the ill. 
It is the glory of a valiant lover, 
Still to Ix? dying, still for to recover. 



, / 



^ /. €. the |Hjet himself. 

2 ** John (iunihle, apprentice to Ambrose Beyland, a noted 
musician, was aifterwanld musician at one of the play- 
houses ; from thence removed io ]»e a cornet in the King'» 
Cha^)cl. After that he liecrame one in Charles the Second's 
band of violins, and com[)osed for the theatres. He pub- 
lislied AyrtH ami JJialoyut* to the Thtorbo and iJass Viol, foL 
Lond., 1659." — Hawkins. 
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Clw, Soldiers suspected of their courage goe. 

That ensignes and their breasts untome show : 
Love uee're his standard, wlien his hoste he sets, 
Creates alone fresh-bleeding bannerets. 

III. 
Alcjc. But part we, when thy figure I retaine 

Still in my hearty still strongly in mine eye ? 
Lu, Shadowes no longer than the sun remaine, 

But who his beams, that made 'em, fly, they fly. 
\ Clio, Yaine dreames of love ! that only so much blisse 
I Allow us, as to know our wretchednesse ; 

And deale a lai;ger measure in our |uune 
By showing joy, then hiding it againe. 

IV. 

Ah^, Ko, whilst h'ght niigns, Luca^a still rules here, 
And nil the night shines wholy in this sphere. 

Jm, I know no moriic but m}' Ahj-is i-ay, 

To my dark thoughts the breaking of the day. 

Chorui<, 

AIcj', So in each other if the pitying sun 

Thus kecj) us fixt, nere may his course be run ! 

Lh, And oh ! if night us undivided make ; 

Let us sleei»c still, and sleejung never wake ! 

Cniel atlietm may well adjounu? awhile 
The sessions of a looke, a kiss<% <»r smile, 
And leave l>eliin<le an angry grieving blush ; 
But time nor fate can jiart us joy nod thus. 
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SONNET. 

SET BY MR. WILLIAM LAWES. 

I. 

HEN I by thy faire shai)e did swcare, 
And luiiigled witli eacli vowe a tearc, 
I lov'd, I lov'd thee iKJst, 
I swore as I i>rofest. 
For all the Avhile you Listed warme and pure, 

M}' oathes too did endure. 
But once tuni'd faithlesse to thy selfe and old, 
They then with thee incessantly* grew cold. 

IL 

T swore my selfe thy sacrifice . 

By th' elx)!! l)owes- that guard thine eyes, 

"Which now are alterM wj^e, 

And liy the glorious light 
Of both those stiirs, which of** their spheres l)ercft, 

Onlv the ;»ellie's left. 
Then changed thus, no more Tni Ijound to you, 
Tlien swearing to a sjiint that proves untrue. 



* I. t. at once, imme<liately. ' Her eyebrow?*. 

•* Original reaids of which. 



LUCASTA WEEPIXG. 







\f 



J 



SONG. 

SET BY MR. JOnX LAXEERE. 

I.. 

UCASTA wept, and still the bright 

Inamour'd god of day, 
With his soft hnndkerchcr of light, 
Kist the wet poarles away. 

II. 

But when her teares his heate or'ecanic, 
In cloudes he quensht his Wanies, 

And gricv'd, wept out his e^'c of flame, 
So drowned her Siid sti*eaiuos. 

At this she smiled, when straight the sun 
CleerM l)y lier kindc desiivs ; 

And by her eyes reflexion 
Fast kindlM there his fires. 



* This stimza is not found in tlie printcNl copy of LnctMfa, 
1649, but it occurs in a MS. of this |HH.*m wntten, with many 
comfiositions by Lovelace nn«l other iKK*tf», in a copy of 
Crashaw's y*o€m>(, 164S, 12nio, a |K)rtion of which huvinc^ been 
foi-med of the printer's proof-sheets, st)nie of tlie |»ages are 
printe<l only on one side, the revei-se l>ein«; covere<l with 
MSS. |>oenis, among tlie rest with epii^rains by Mr. Thomas 
Fuller (alx>ut fifty in number). There can l>e little doubt, 
from the character of the majority of these little iniems, that 
by **Mr. Thomas Fuller" we nuiy understand the churoh- 
historian. 
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TO LUCASTA. FKOjSI PRISON 
AN EPODE.» 

I. 

OXG in thy shackels, liberty 
I ask not from these walls, but thee ; 
Left for awhile anothers bride, 
To fancy all the world beside. 

II. 

Yet e're I doe begin to love. 
See, how I all my objects prove ; 
Then mv free soule to that confine, 
Twere possible I might call mine. 

III. 

First I would l>e in love with Poare, 
And her rich swelling l»reasts increase ; ^ 
lUit how, alas ! how may that be, // 
Desjjising earth, she will love mo? ' 

IV. 

Faine would I be in love with If «/*, 
As my doaro just avenging star ; 



* This was written, { )ei'l in ps, (hiring the poet's confinement 
in Peterhouse, to whicli he was coniinitte<l a prisoner on liin 
return from abroad in 1648. At the date of its com[>osition, 
tliere can 1>e little doubt, from expressions in stanzas vi. and 
xii. that the fortunes of Charles I. were at their lowest ebb, 
and it ma}* be assigned without much risk of error to tlie 
end of 1648. 
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But War is lov'd so ev'ry where, 
Kv*n he disdaines a lodging here. 

V. 

Thee and thy wounds I would bemoane, 
Fiiire thorough-shot Relit/ion ; 
But he lives only that kills thee, 
And who so bindes thy hands, is free. 

VI. 

I would love a Parliament 
As a niaine prop from Heav'n sent ; 
But ah ! who's he, that would be wedded 
To th' fairest body that's beheaded 1 

VII. 

Kext would I court my Liherttj^ 
And then my birth-right, Projterty ; 
But can that l)e, when it is knowne, 
There's nothing you can call your owne ? 

VIII. 

A Refonnatum I would have, 
As iov our griefes a Sav^'ait/tie salve ; 
That is, a cleansing of each wlieelc 
< )f state, that yet some rust doth feele. 

JX. 

But not a reformation so. 
As to reforme were to t)r(»'throw. 
Like watclics liy unskilfull men 
Disjoynted, and set ill againe. 
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X. 

The Puhlicl' Faith^ I would adore, 
But she is biinke-rupt of her store : 
Nor how to trust her can I see, 
For she that couzens all, must me. 

XL 

Since then none of these can be 
Fit objects for my love and me ; 
What then remaines, but th' only spring 
Of all our loves and joyes, the King ? 

xir. 

He who, being the whole ball 
Of day on earth, lends it to all ; 
AVhen seeking to ecclipse his right, 
Blinded we stand in our owne light. 

XIII. 

And now an universall mist 

Of error is s]iread or'e each l)rcast, 

"With such a fiiry edgVl as is 

Not found in th* inwards of th* ahysse. 



* ** The publiok faith ? wliy *tis a wonl of kin, 
A nephew that <lares coze.n any sin ; 
A temi of art, j^reat Ihhomoth's j'ounj^er brother, 
Old Mcwharitl and half a thousand other ; 
Which, when sulMcribVl, write:^ Legion, names on truss, 
Affulffoii, Bt/zthuh, and Inrnhwt,^^ 

Cle.vveij^nd's Potni'*, ed. 1669, p. 91. 
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XIV. 

Ohy from thy glorious starry waine 
Dispense on me one sacred beame, 
To light me where I soone may see 
How to serve you, and you trust me ! 

LUCASTA'S FANNE, WITH A LOOKDTG- 

GLASSE I^^ IT.i 
I. 
ASTRICH ! 2 thou featherd foole, and easie 

prey, 
That larger sailes to thy broad vessel] 
needst ; 

Snakes through thy guttur-neck hisse all the day, 
Tlien on thy iron nicssc at supper feedst.'* 

II. 
O what a glorious transmigration 

From this to so divine an edifice 
Hast thou straiglit made ! heere^ from a winged stone 

TraiisformM into a Ijiixl of jiaradice ! 




' This adaptation of the fan to the pur|>oses of a miiTor, 
now so common, was, as we hero are told, familiar to the 
ladies of Lovelace's time. Mr. Fairholt, in his Costume in 
Kv'jlaiul,, 184(), p. 40(», desciiljcs many various fonns which 
Mere given at ditrerent |)eriods to this article of use and 
ornament ; but the present i»assage in Luccutta ap[)cars to 
have cscaited his notice. 

^ Ostrich. Lyly, in his Eupftnoij 1570, sij^. c 4, has 
£tU.riffge, The fan here descriljed was com|)osed of ostrich- 
fetithers set with precious stones. 

'' In allusion to the digestive lowers of this bird. 

* Original reads neere. 
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III. 
Now doc thy i)lumes for hiew and luster vie 

With th' arch of heav'n that triumphs or'e \mi wet, 
And in a rich enanierd pinion lye 

With saphyres, amcthists and opalls set. 

IV. 

Sometime they wing her side,^ the strive to drown 
The day's eyes piercing beanies, whose am'rous heat 

SoUicites still, 'till with tliis shield of downe 
From her brave face his glowing fires are beat. 

V. 

lUit whilst a j)luniy curtaine she doth draw, 
A chrystall mirror sparkles in thy breast. 

In which her fresh asjioct when as she saw. 
And then her foe- retired to the west. 

VI. 
Deare engine, that oth' sun got'st me the day, 

■Sjute of his hot assaults mad'st him retreat ! 
Xo wind (said she) <lare with thee henceforth play 

lUit mine own breath to coolc the tvrants heat. 

I. 

VII. 
^Iv lively shade th«»u I'Ver shalt retaim? 

In tliv iiicl<»se<l featlier-fiamed i'lasse, 
An«l but unto our selves to all remaine 

Invisible, thou feature of this face! 

* The |K)et means that Lueasta, when she did not rc(iuire 
lier fan for immediate use, wore it sus| tended at her side or 
from her girdle. 

« The sun. 
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VIII. 



So said, her sad swaine over-heard and cried : 

Yee Gods ! for faith unstaind this a reward ! 
Feathers and glasse t'outweigh my vertue tryed ! 
Ah ! show their empty strength ! the gotls accord. 



IX. 



Kow fall'n the brittle favourite lyes and burst ! 

Amas'd Lucasta weei)es, repents and flies 
To her Alexis^ vowes her selfe acui'st, 

If hence she dresse her selfe but in his eyes. 




\N>^ 



LUCASTA, TAKING THE WATERS AT 

TUNBRIDGK^ 

I. 

EE hai>py flootls ! that now must passe 
The sacred conduicts of lier wombe, 
Smooth and transiMircnt as your face, 

"VNIien you are de;ife, and windes are 
dunibc. 

II. 

Be proud ! and if 3'our waters be 
FoulM with a counterfeyted tearo, 

Or some false sigh liath stained yee, 
Haste, and Ijc purified tliere. 



^ From tlii« it might be conjectured, though tlie ground 
for doing 80 Mould be very sliglit, tliat LnccuUa was a native 
of Kent or of one of the adjoining shires ; but against this 
supixMfition we h^v^ * — -"^"mstance that elsewhere 

this lad^*' * 



«-./• 
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III. 



And wlieu her rosie gates y'havo trac'dy 
Continue yet some Orient wet, 

TilJ, tuniM into a genime, y'are plac'd 
Like diamonds with rubies set. 



IV. 



Yee drops, that dew th' Arabian bowers^ 
Tell me, did you e're smell or view 

On any Icafe of all your flowers 
Soe sweet a sent, so rich a hiew 1 



V. 



But as througli th' Organs of her breath 
You trickle wantonly, beware : 

Ambitious Seas in their just death 
As well as Lovers, must have share. 



VI. 
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And see ! you boyle as well as I ; 

You, that to coole her did aspire, 
Xow troubled and neglected l^'e, 

Nor can your selves quench your owne fire. 



Vll. 



Yet still Ije ha))py in the thought. 
That in so small a time as this, 

Through all tho Heavens you were brought 
Of \'<*rtuo. Honour, Love and lUisse. 



B 
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TO LUCASTA, 

ODE LYRICK. 

I. 

H LucastOy why so bright 1 
Spread Avith early streaked light ! 
If still vailed from our sight, 
What is't but eternall night 1 

n. 

Ah Lucasta^ why so chaste ? 
With that vigour, i:i}>enes grac't, 
Not to be by ]Man imbrac*t 
flakes that Royall coync imbace't, 
And ibis golden Orchard waste ! 

in. 

All Lurcuifa^ M'liy so great, 

That thy crammed coUers sweat? 

Yet not owner of a seat 

May shelter you from Xatures heat. 

And your earthly joyes compleat. 

IV. 

Ah Lucasta, why so gootl? 
lilest with an unstained tlood 
Flowing lK)th through soule and blood ; 
If it be not undei*stood, 
'Tis a I )iam(md in nuul. 
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V. 

Lucasta I stay ! why dost thou flye % 
Thou art not bright but to the eye, 
Xor chaste but in the mariage-tye, 
Nor great but in this treasurie, 
Nor good but in that sanctitie. 

VI. 
Harder then the Orient stone, 
Like an apparition, 
Or as a pale shadow gone, 
Dunil)e and deafe she hence is flownc. 

VII. 

Then receive this equall doinhe : 
Virgins, strow no teare or bloonic, 
No one dig the l\arian womlx? ; 
Raise lier marble heart i'th' roome, 
And 'tis l>oth her coarse and tonibe. 



LUC'ASTA PA VINO HER OBSEQUIES TO THECHAST 

MEMORY OF MY DEAREST COSIX 

MRS. BOWES BAR\E[S]J 

I. 

6'5?5^f^EK! what an imdisturbod toarc 
-fe^^^J^ Sho W(M»]ios for h(»r last sl<:opo ; 
y^^J/Jl* lUit, viewinj,' Jior, straight wak'd a Sti\r, 
*^**** Sho wocjK'S that she di<l wcepe. 



' Tl»i» hidy was prn1ia1>ly the wifi; of a <l» si-tMulaiit of Sir 
William Barnc*}*, of Wm»l\vi<;li, wliost* or.ly dau;^Iiteiaiid heir, 
Anno, marritHl ihc jMitt > father, ami lnou;iiji him the seat 
in Kent. Sec G^ewN. Mnijtr.iuf for 171M. pan ii. IttlU. 
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II. 

Griefe ne*re Ijefore did tyranize 
On th' honour of that brow, 

And at the wheeles of her brave eyes 
Was captive led til now. 

III. 

Thus, for a saints apostacy 

The unimagin'd woes 
And sorrowes of the Hierarchy 

None but an angel knowes. 

IV. 

Thus, for lost soules recovery 

The clapping of all wings 
And triumphs of this victory 

None but an angel sings. 

V. 

So none but she knows to bemonc 

This equal virgins fate, 
None but LuraMa can her crownc 
\ Of i^florv celebrate. 

vr. 

Then dart on mo {Chant Lvjht^) one ray, 

By whicli I may discry 
Thy joy cleare through this cloudy day 

To dresse my sorrow by. 



* A trauslation of Lucofta^ or Lux Casta, for the sake of the 
metre. 
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UPOX THE CURTAINE OF LUCASTA'S 

PICTURE, IT WAS THUS 

WROUGHT. 1 

H, stay thcat covetous hand; first turn all eye, 
All depth and minde; then mystically spye 
Her soul's faire picture, her faire soul's, in all 
So truely copied from th' original!, 
That you will sweare her body by this law 
Is but its shadow, as this, its ; — now draw. 



LUCASTA'S WORLD. 
EPODE. 

I. 

OLD as the breath of winds that blow 
To silver shot descending snow, 

Lucasta sigh't ; - when she did close 

The world in frosty chaines ! 
And then a frowne to rubies frose 
The blood boyl'd in our veines : 
Yet cooled not the heat her sphere 
Of beauties first had kindled there. 




' Pictures used formerly to have curtains before them. It 
is still done in some old houses. In Wtittward Hoe^ 1607f 
act ii. scene 3, there is an allusion to this practice : — 

•* Sir Go«fing, So draw those curtains, and let*s see the pic- 
tures under 'em." — Webstek's H'orJlrx, ed. Hazlitt, i. 133. 

- Original reads tn'jhf. 
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II. 
Then mov'd, and with a suddaine flame 
Impatient to melt all againe, 

Straight from her eyes she lightning hurl'd^ 

And earth in ashes mournes ; 
The sun his blaze denies the world, 
And in her luster bumes : 
Yet wanned not the hearts, her nice 
Disdaine had first congeal'd to ice. 

And now iier teares nor griev'd desire 
Can quench tliis raging, pleasing fire ; 
Fate but one way allowes ; behold 

Her smiles' divinity ! 
They fannM this heat, and thaw'd that cold. 
So frani'd up a new sky. 
Thus earth, fix>m flames and ice repreev'd, 
E're since hath in her sun-shine liv'd 



TIIK AP08TACY OF ONE, AND BUT 

ONE LADY. 

I. 

HAT frantick errour I adoi*e. 

And am confirmM the earth turns roundj; 
^Tuw s;itisfieJ u're and o*re. 

As rowling waves, so flowcs the ground,. 
And as her neighlx)ur reels the shore : 
Finde such a woman says she loves ; 
♦Slie's that lixt lieav'n, which never moves. 
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H. 

In marble, Steele, or porphyrie. 

Who carves or stampes his amies or face, 
Lookes it by rust or storme must dye : 

This womans love no time can raze, 
Hardned like ice in the sun's eye, 

Or your reflection in a glasse. 

Which keepes possession, though you passCr 

III. 

We not behold a watches hand 
To stir, nor plants or flowers to grow ; 

Must we infer that this doth stand. 
And therefore, that those do not blow ? 

This she acts calmer, like Heav'ns brand, 
The stedfast lightning, slow loves dart. 
She kils, but ere we feele the smart. 

IV. 

Oh, she is constant as the windc. 

That revels in an ev'nings aire ! 
Certaine as wayes unto the blindc, 

More reall then her flutt'ries are ; 
Gentle as chaines that honour bindi% 

More faithful! then an Hebrew Jew, 

But as the divel not halfe so true. 
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AMYNTOR^ FROM BEYOND THE 
SEA TO ALEXIS.* 

A DIALOGUE. 

Ami/nt(ii\ 

LEXIS ! ah Alexis ! can it be, 
Tliough 80 much wet and drie 
Doth drowne our eye, 
Thou keep'st thy winged voice from me t 

Alejiis, 

Amyntor, a profounder sea, I feare, 
Hath swallowed me, where now 
^fy amies do row, 
I floate i'th* ocean of a teare. 

Lucasta weci>es, lest I look Imck and tread 
Your Watry land againe. 
Amyn, I'd through the mine ; 

Such showrs are quickly ovei^api-ead. 

Conceive how joy, after this short divorce. 
Will circle her with beanies, 
"When, like your streanies, 
You shall rowle back with kinder force, 



* Endymion Porter ? - Ix>velace himself. 
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And call tlie helping winds to vent your thought. 
Alex, Amy n tor ! Chloris ! where 

Or in what sphere 
Say, may that glorious fair be sought 1 

Amyn, She's now the center of these arnies e*re blest, 
"Wlience may slie never move, 
Till Time and Love 
Haste to their everlasting rest. 

Aleor, Ah subtile swaine ! doth not my flame rise high 
As yours, and burne as hot 1 
Am not I shot 
With the selfe same artillery 1 

And can I breath without her air 1 — Amijiu 
Why, then, 
From thy tempestuous earth, 
Where blood and dearth 
Haigne 'stead of kings, agen 

Wafte thy selfe over, and lest storms from far 
Arise, bring in our sight 
The seas delight, 
Lucasta, that bright northerne star. 

Alex, But as we cut the nigged deepe, I feare 
The green go<l stops his fell 
Chariot of shell, 
And smooths the maine to ravish lier. 
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Amyn, Oh no, the piiiice of waters' fires are done ; 
He as his empire's old, 
And rivers, cold ; 
His queen now runs abed to th' sun ; 

But all his treasure he shall 0|>e' that day : 
Tritons shall sound : his lleete 
In silver meete, 
And to her their rich offrmgs paj'. 

Alew. AVe flye, Amyntor, not aniaz'd how sent 
By water, earth, or aire : 
Or if with her 
By lire : ev'n there 
I move in mine owne element. 



/7^ 



CALLING LUCASTA FROM HER 
RETIREMKXT. 

ODE. 

I. 

ROM the dire monument of thy black roome, 
Wher now that vestal flame thou dost in- 

tomlns 
As ill the inmost cell of all earths womljc. 

II. 

Sacred Lucasta, like the jKiw^rfull my 

<.)f heavenly truth, passe this Cimmerian way, 

Whilst all the standards of your beames display. 
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in. 

Arise and clim1)e our whitest, highest hill ; 
There your sad thoughts with joy and wonder fill. 
And see seas calme^ as earth, earth as your will 

IV. 

Behold ! how lightning like a taper flyes, 
And guilds your chari't, but ashamed dyes. 
Seeing it selfe out-gloried by your eyes. 

V. 

Threatning and boystrous tempests gently bow. 
And to your steps part in soft paths, when now 
There no where hangs a cloud, but on your brow, 

VI. 

Xo showrs but *twixt your lids, nor gelid snow. 
But what your whiter, chaster brest doth ow,*- 
"WTiilst winds in chains colder for* sorrow blow. 

VII. 

Shrill trumpets doc only sound to eatc, 
Artillery hath loaden ev'ry dish with meate, 
And drums at ev'ry health alarmes beate. 

VI 11. 

All things Lucastji, but Lucjista, call. 
Trees ]x)rrow tongues, waters in accents fall. 
The nire doth siii^, and lire is^ musical]. 



' Original has colme, *i. e, own. ' Original reads your. 
* Original has jSre^s, but /re in is re<iuired by the metre, 
ii:ii it is probably what the |K>et wrote. 
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IX. 

Awake from the dead vault in which you dwell. 
All's loyall here, except your thoughts rebell 
Which, so let loose, often their gen'rall quelL 

X. 

fiee ! she obeys ! By all obeyed thus, 

"So stonus, heats, colds, no soules contentious, 

Nor civill war is found ; I meane, to us. 

XI. 

Lovers and angels, though in heav'n they show, 
And see the woes and discords here below, 
Wlmt they not feele, must not be said to know. 



AMARAXTHA. 
A PASTOR ALL. » 

P with tlie jolly bird of light 
Who sounds his third retre.at to night ; 
Faire Aniarantha from her l>ed 
Asliamed starts, and rises red 

As tlie carnation-mantled morne, 

"Who now the blushing To\yQ doth spurne, 

And puts on angry gray, whilst she. 

The envy of a deity, 

Arayes her liml>es, too rich indee<l 

To be inshriiiM in such a weetl ; 

* The punctuation of this picK-c is in the original edition 
singularly corruj»t. I have found it nec^essiiry to a:nen<I it 
throughout. 
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Yet lovely 'twas and strait, but fit ; 
Not made for her, but she to it : 
By nature it sate close and free, 
As the just Ixirk unto the tree : 
Unlike Love's martyrs of the towne, 
All day imprisoned in a gown, 
AVho, rackt in silke 'stead of a dresse, 
Are cloathed in a fmnie or presse, 
And with tliat liljerty and room, 
The dead cx})atiate in a tombe. 

Ko cabinets with curious washes, 
Bladders and perfumed plashes ; 
Ko venome-teniper'd water's here, 
Mercury is biUiishcd this sphere : 
Her payle's all this, in which wet glasse 
She 1x)th doth cleanse and view her face. 

Far hence, all Iberian smells, 
Hot amulets, Pomander spells, 
Fragrant gides, cool iiy'r, the fresh 
And naturall oilour of her Hesh, 
PixK-laim her sweet from th* womlje as mornc. 
Those colour'd things were made, not borne, 
Which, lixt within their narrow straits, 
Do hx)ke like their own counterfeyts. 
So like the Provance ruse she walkt, 
Flowenl with blush, M*ith verdure stalkt ; 
Th' ollicious wind her loose hay re curies,. 
The dewe her happy linnen purles, 
But wets a tresse, which instantly 
♦Sol with a crisping l>eanie doth dry. 

Into the garden is she come. 



\ 



\ 
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Love' and delight's Elisiuin ; 
* If ever earth show'd all her store, 

View her discolourd budding floore ; 
' Here her glad eye she largely feedes, 
And stands 'niongst them, as they 'mong weeds ; 
The flowers in their best aray 
As to their queen their tribute pay, 
And freely to her lap proscribe 
A daughter out of ev'ry tribe. 
Thus as she moves, they all bequeath 
At once the incense of their breath. 

Tlie noble Heliotro])ian 
Now tumes to her, and knowes no sun. 

And as her glorious face doth vary, 
So opens loyall golden ^lary ^ 
"Who, if but glanced from her sight, 
Straight shuts again, as it Avere night. 

The violet (else lost ith' heap) 
]^otli si)reacl fresh piiri)le for each step, 
With whose humility j)0ssest, 
Sh* iiithiY»nes tlic P<»ore (Jirle- in her breast : 
The Julv-llnw'r ' that hereto thrivM, 
" Knowinjj; her s«*lf no longer-liv\l, 
IJut for one look of her upheaves, 
Then steail of t<'ar<*s straight sheds her leaves. 

Xow the rich rolnid Tulij) who, 
Clad all in tissue close, doth woe 
Her (sweet to th* eye l»ut smelling sower), 



' The marijrohl. * A flower so called. 

•' More coir.inonly known as (he tjiUijloictr. 



POEMS. 



03 



She gathers to mlorn her bower. 

But the proud Hony-suckle spreads 
Like a pavilion her heads, 
Contemnes the wanting commonalty, 
That but to two ends usefull bo, 
And to her lips thus aptly plac't, 
With smell and hue presents .Jier^tast. 

So all their due oliodience pay, 
Each thronging to 1k' in her way : 
Fairc Amarantha with her eye 
Thanks those that live*, which else would dye : 
The rt»st, in silken fetters ImjuiuI, 
By crowning her aii» crown and crownMJ 

And now the sun doth higher rise*, 
Our Flom to the meadow hies : 
I The poon* di.sti*essed lieifers low, 
And as sh* ai>pn)aclielh gently how, 
Begging her charitahle leasure 
To strip them of their milkit» Insisuii*. 

Out of tlic» Vi'omanrv <Uh' heanl, 
"With grave aspeet, an<l fe<'t preparM, 
A reverend lady-eow drawes nean*, 
]>id.s Ainai-juitlia weleonit' heii* : 
And from her jirivy imrsr h'ts fall 
A j)earle or two, wliirh :<«M'nie[s] to call 
This adornd adored favrv 

« « 

To the lianoiu't of h.r «lavrv. 

Soft Amarantha w«M«ps to s<'e 
'^fongst men sueh inliumauitie, 



' /'. f. tlie buly pilliiTs tlu" tinuns. nii<i liiiuis lliciii in her 
hair with a silkfii fillet, m.-iAiiv.' of tlicm a kiiiil of (^liaplet or 
croM n. 



tS 
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Tiiat those, wlio do receive in hay, 
And jMiy in silver ^ twice a day, 
Sljould hy tlieir cruell barVrous theft 
B4' 1)oth of that and life bereft. 

But 'tis decreed, when ere this dies. 
That she shall fall a sacriRce 
Unto the gods, since those, that trace 
ll(»r stenuno, show 'tis a god-like race. 
Descending in an even line 
From heifers and from steeres divine, 
Making the honour'd extract full 
In lo and Europa's hull. 
She was the liu'gest goodliest beast. 
That ever mead or altar blest; 
Hound [w]as her udder, and more white 
Then is the Milkie. Way in night ; 
\\i\x full broad ey<» did sparkle fire; 
Her bivjith was sweet as kind desire. 
And in her iM'auteous crescent shone, 
Ih'ight as the argent-horned moone. 

r>utsee ! this whiteness is obscure, 
Cynthia spotted, she impure; 
Iler body writlieM,'- and her eyc^s 



* I. e. silvery or wliite milk. 

'■' An uneoiiunoii word, sienifyiiiff wriid'hiL Hishop Hall 
Heems to be, with tlie exception of Lovelace, almost the only 
writer who used it. (A>inn;ue, however, the following 
|Nissage : — 

** Like to a vrilheVd Caiion I have seen 
(Instead of fifty, write her down fifteen) 
Wearing her l»ou<rl»t coniple.xion in a Ik)X, 
And ev'ry morn her closot-face unlocks." 

PlantwjtntVs Trcvjicail Story, by T. W. 1649, p. lOo. 
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Departing lights at obsequies : 
Her lowing hot to the fresh gale, 
Her breath perfumes the field withall ; 
To those two suns that ever shine, 
To those plump parts she doth inshrine, 
To th* hovering snow of either hand, 
That love and cruelty command. 

After the breakfast on her teat, 
She takes her leave oth' mournfull neat 
Who, by her toucht, now prizeth her^ life. 
Worthy alone the li^Jlowed knife. 

Into the neiglibring wood she*s gone, 
Whose roofe defies the tell-tale Sunne, 
And locks out evVy prying beame ; 
Close by the lips of a cleare strcame. 
She sits and entert-xincs her eye 
With the moist chrystall and tlie fryc- 
With burnisht-silvcr nialM, whose oares"^ 
Amazed still make to the shoaros ; 
What need she other bait or charm, 
What hook^ or anj^'le, but her arm ? 
The happy captive, gladly ta'n, 
Sues ever to U' slave in vaine, 
|'\\nio instantly (<M»nlirmM in*s fearos) 
I lasts to his clomont <»f teares. 

From honc<* her various windings roave 
To a well-<ii\lcnl stately grove ; 
This is the pallact? of the woo4l 



' Originnl lia» ;>r/-c thtir. •' Fins. 

- Tlie fish with their silvery scales. ■*Oritrinal reads butiook. 

V 
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And court oth' Koyall Oake, where stood 
The whole nobility : the Pine, 
Strait Ash, tall Firre, and wanton Vine ; 
The proper Cedar, and the rest. 
Here she her deeper senses blest ; 
Admires great I^ature in this pile, 
Floor'd with greene-velvet Camomile, 
Oamisht with gems of unset fruit, 
Supply*d still with a self recruit ; 
V Her bosom ^vrought with pretty eyes 
Of never-planted Strawberries ; 
"Where th' Avinged niusick of the ayre 
Do richly feast, and for their fare. 
Each evening in a silent shade. 
Bestow a gratefull serenade. 

Thus ev'n tyerd with delight. 
Sated in soul and appetite ; 
Full of the purple Phimine and Peare, 
The golden Ai)plc, with the faire 
Orapc that niirtli fain would have taught her, 
And nuts, which squirrclls oi-acking })rought licr ; 
She softlv laves Ijor wcarv limbs, 
"NMiilst gontlc shuuber now beginnes 
To draw the curtaincs of lier eye ; 
When stmight awakond with a crie 
And l)ittor groan, again reposes, 
Again a dcoj) sigh interposes. 
And now she hcaros a tronibling voyce : 
All! can there ought on earth rojoyce ! 
VTiiy wearcs she this gay livery, 
Not black as her dark entrails be ? 



t 
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Can trees be gi'ccn, and to the ay'r 
Thus prostitute tlieir flowing hayr 1 
Why do they sprout, not witherd dy ? 
Must each thing live, save wretched I ? 
Can dayes triumph in blew and red, 
When both their light and life is fled 1 
Fly Joy on wings of Popinjayes 
To courts of fools, where^ as your playes 
Dye laught at and forgot ; whilst all 
That's good mourns at this funemll. 
Weep, all 3*0 fi races, and you sweet 
Quire, that at tlie hill inspir'd meet : 
Love, put thy tapei*s out, that we 
And th' world may seem as blind as thee ; 
And Idc, since she is lost (ah wound !) 
Xot Heav*n it self by any found. 

Now as a pri.'54mer new cast,- 
Who sleepes in cliaines that night, his last, 
Xext morn is wak't with a rojn*eeve. 
And from his trance, not dream bid live, 
Wonders (his scnce not having sc'ope) 
Who speaks, his friend or his false liojie. 

So Amarantha heard, but feare 
Dares not yet trust lier tempting care ; 
And as againe lier arms oth' groun<l 
Si)read pillows for her h(»ad, a sound 
^fore dismall makes a swift divorce. 

And starts her thus : Kage, rapine, force ! 

Ye blew-flamM daughters oth' abysse, 



* Original has thrt>. - i, t. condemned. 
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Bring all your snakes, here let them liisse p 
Let not a leaf its freshnesse keep ; 
Blast all tlieir roots, and as you creepe. 
And leave beliind your deadly slime, 
Poyson the budding branch in's prime ; 
Wast the proud bowers of this grove, 
That fiends may dwell in it, and move 
As in their proper liell, wliilst she 
Above laments this tragedy : 
Yet pities not our fate ; oh faire 
Vow-breaker, now betrothed to th' ayV ! 
\Aniy by those lawes did we not die. 

As live but one, Lucasta ! whv 

As he Lucasta namM, a groan 
Strangh's tlie fainting passing tone ; 
But as she licanl, Lucasta smiles, 
Posses^ licr round ; she's slipt mean whiles- 
Behind the; blind of a thick bush, 
When, ca<h word tcmi)'ring with a blush. 
She gently thus bespakc ; Sad swainc. 
If males in Woe do case our pain, 
Here's one full of that antick gi'ief, 
"Whieli stifled would for ever live, 
But loM, expires; ju-av then, reveale 
(To show our wound is half to hcale), 
What nn»rtall nvnn)h or deitv 
]»<»wail vou thus? Who ere vou be, 



* This word does not a|>|>ear to have any very exact mean- 
ing. See WwXWwiiW^ I )u'tiouary of Archaic Worthy fxvt. Posse, 
and Worcester's Diet, ihid^ &c. The context here rcjuires- 
io turn sharply or quickly. 



\ 



\ 
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The skepheanl sigh't,^ my woes I crave 

Smotlierd in me, iiie^ in my grave ; 

Yet be in show or truth a saint, 

Or fiend, breatli anthemes, lieare my plahit. 

For her and thy breatli's symphony, 

Which now makes full the harmony 

Above, and to wliose voice the spheres 

Listen, and call her musick theirs ; 

This was I blest on earth with, so 

As Druids amorous did gi*ow. 

Jealous of both : for as one day 

Tliis star, as yet but set in clay. 

By an imbracing river lay, 

They stecpt her in the hollowed brooke, 

Which from lier humane nature tooke, 

And straight to heaven with winged feare,^ 

Tlius, ravisht with her, ravish her. 

The nymph replvM : This holy rajie 
Became the go<ls, whose ol)scure shajie 
Tliey cloth'd witli light, whilst ill you grieve 
Your better life should ever live, 
And weep that she, to whom you wish 
What lieav'n could give, has all its blisse. 
Calling her angell hc^rc, yet be 
Sad at this true divinitv : 
S)ie*s for the altar, not tho skios. 



' Orijiiiial lias xi*jht, 

' Orijiinal vends I. Tlie ineaiiini; streiiis to l»e, ** I crave 
tliat my woes may 1>e smotlicrt"! in me, and 1 may be 
smothered in my grave." 

^ Keverence. 
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Whom first you crowiie, then sacrifice. 

Fond man thus to a precipice 
Aspires, till at the top his eyes 
Have lost tlie safety of the plam, 
Then begs of Fate tlie vales againe. 

The now confounded sheplieaid cries : 
Te all-confounding destines ! 
How did you make that voice so sweet 
Without that glorious form to it ? 
Thou saci'ed spirit of my deare, 
Where e're thou hoverst o're us, hear I 
Imbark thee in the lawrell tree. 
And a new Phebus follows thee, 
Wlio, 'stead of all his burning rayes. 
Will strive to catch tliee with his layes ; 
Or, if within tlie Orient Vine, 
Thou ait botli deity and wine ; 
But if thou takest the mirtle grove. 
That Paphos is, thou, (jueene of Love, 
And I, thy swain who (else) must die. 
By no beasts, but thy cruelt}' : 
But you ai-e rougher than tlie winde. 
Are souls on earth then heav*n^ more kind ? 
Imprisoned in mortality 
Lucasta would have answerod me. 
Lucasta, Amarantha said, 
Is she that virgin-star ? a maid, 
Except her pnmder livery. 
In beauty iXM)ro, and cheap as 1 ; 



* I. e. in lieaven. 
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Whose glory like a meteor shone, 

Or aery apparition, 

Admir*d a while, but slighted known. 

Fierce, as tlie chafed lyon hies. 
He rowses him, and to her flies. 
Thinking to answer with his speare- 



Now, as in wan-e intestine where, 
Ith' mist of a black battell, each 
Layes at his next, then makes a breach 
Through th' enti-ayles of another, whom 
He sees nor knows whence he did come. 
Guided alone by mge and th' diiimme. 
But stripping and impatient wild, 
He finds too soon liis oncly cluld. 

So our expiring desp'mte lover 
Far'd when, amaz'd, lie did discover 
Lucasta in this nymph ; his sinne 
Darts the accursed javelin 
'Gainst his own breast, which she puts by 
With a soft lip and gentle eye. 
Then closes with him on the ground 
And now her smiles have heal'd his wound. 
Alexis too again is found ; 
But not untill those heavy crimes 
She hath kis'd off a thousand times. 
Who not contented with this pain. 
Doth threaten to oiTend again. 

And now they gaze, and sigh, and weep, 
Whilst each cheek dotli the other's steep, 
Whilst tongues, as exorcis'd, arc calm ; 
Onely the rhet'rick of the palm 



72 POEMS. 

Prevailing pleads, untlll at last 

They[re] chained in one another fast. 

Lucasta to him doth relate 

Her various chance and diffring fate : 

How chac'd by Hydraphil, and tract 

The num'rous foe to Philanact^ 

Who whilst they for the same things fight, 

As Bards decrees and Druids rite, 

For safeguard of their proper joycs 

And shepheards freedome, each destroyes 

The glory of this Sicilie ; 

Since seeking thus the remedie, 

They fancy (building on false ground) 

The means must them and it confound, 

Tet are resolved to stand or fall. 

And win a little, or lose all. 

From this sad storm of fire and blood 
She fled to this yet living wood ; 
Wliere she 'mongst siivage Ijcasts doth find 
Her self more safe then humane^ kind. 

Then she relates, how Crelia — - 
The lady — hero strii>i>cs her an-ay. 
And girdles her in home-spun ne Ijayes 
Then makes her conversiuit in layes 
Of birds, and swaines more innocent, 
That kcnne not guile [n]nr courtship ment. 

Now walks slie to her Ixiw'r to dine 



' t. €. than amon;^ human kind. 

2 It may be presumed that Lurasfa hud ailopled the name 



of Cuiia durinj( lier sylvan retreat 
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Under a shade of Eglantine, 
Upon a dish of Natures cheere 
Which both grew, drest and serv'd up there ; 
I That done, she feasts her smell with po'ses 
Pluckt from the damask cloath of Roses. | # ' 
Which there continually doth stay, 
And onely frost can take away ; 
Then wagers which hath most content 
Her eye, eare, hand, her gust or sent. 

Intranc't Alexis sees and heares, 
As walking above all the spheres : 
Knows and adores this, and is wilde,^ 
Untill with her he live tlius milde.^ 
So that, which to his thoughts he meant 
For losse of her a punishment. 
His amies hung uj) and his sword broke. 
His ensignes folded, he betook 
Himself unto tlie humble crook. 
And for a full reward of all, 
She now doth him her slioplieard Ciill, 
And in a see of flow'rs install : 
Then gives her faith immediately, 
AVJiich he returns religiously ; 
Both vowing in her peacefuU cave 
To make their bridalMwd and grave. 

Ihit the true joy tliis pair conceiv'd, 
Eiich from the other first bereavM, 
And then found, after such alarmes, 
Fast-pinion'd in ea<.h other's amies, 

' IiiifMitient. - Traiu^uil or secluded. 
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Te panting vii:gins, that do meet 
Your loves witliin their winding sheet, 
Breathing and constant still ev'n there ; 
Or souls their bodies in yon' sphere, 
Or angels, men return'd from hell 
And separated mindes — can tell. 



TO ELLINDA, 

THAT LATELY I HAVE NOT WRITl'EX. 

I. 

F in me anger, or disdauie 
In you, or both, made me refraine 
From th' noble intercourse of verse, 
That only vertuous thoughts rehearse ; 
Then, chaste Ellinda, might you feare 
The sacred vowes that I did sweare. 

II. 
But if alone some pious thought 
Me to an inward sadnesse brought, 
Thinking to breatli your soule too welle, 
My tongue was cliarincd with that spell ; 
[ And left it (since there was no roome 
' To voyce your worth enougli) sti*ooke dumbe* 

III. 

So then this silence dotii reveal 

No thought of negligence, but zeal : 

For, as in adoration. 

This is love's true devotion ; 

Children and fools the wonls rei>eat, 
But anch'rites pray in tears and sweat. 
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ELLINDA'S GLOVE. 

SONNET. 

I. 

HOU snowy farme with thy five tenements !* 
Tell thy white mistris here was one, 
That caird to pay his dayly rents ; 
But she a-gathering fiowr's and hearts is 

gone, 
And thou left voyd to rude possession. 

II. 

But grieve not, pretty Ennin cabinet, 
Thy alabaster lady will come home ; 
If not, what tenant can there fit 
The slender turnings of thy narrow roome. 
But must ejected be by his owne dombe 1 '^ 

in. 

Then give me leave to leave my rent with thee : 
Five kisses, one unto a i)lace : 
For though the lute's too high for me. 
Yet servants, knowing minikin'^ nor base. 
Are still allowed to fiddle with the case. 



' «'. e. the white glove of the lady with its five fingers. 
* Doom. 

' A description of musical pin attached to a lute. It was 
only brought into play by accomplished musicians. In the 
address of **The Country Suiter to liis Love," printed in 
Cotgrave's WiU ItUer/treter, 1662, p. 119, the man says: — 
" Fair Wench ! I cannot court thy spriglitly eyes 
With a base-viol placed betwixt my thighs, 
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BEING TREATED. 
TO ELLINDA. 

OR cherries plenty, and for comns 
Enough for fifty, were there more on's ; 
For elles of heere,^ flutes^ of canary, 
That well did wash downe pasties-Mary ; ^ 




I cannot lisp, nor to a fiddle sing, 
* Nor run upon a high-strecht minikin." 

In Middleton's FamilU of Lote, 1608 (Works by Dyce, ii. 
127) there is the following passage : — 

'* OudgeoH. Ay, and to all that forswear marriage, and 
can be content with other men's wives. 

GerardiHe, Of which consort you two are grounds ; one 
touches the bass, and the other tickles the minikin." 

^ This expression has reference to the old practice of 
drinking beer and wine out of very hij^h {glasses, with divi- 
-sions marked on them. A yard of ale is even now a well 
understood term : nor is the custom itself out of date, since 
in some |)arts of the country one is asked to take, not a 
glass, but a yard. The oil was of course, strictly speaking, 
a larger measure than a yard ; but it was often employed 
AS a mere synon^'me or o<|uivalent. Thus, in Afaro<'CHS Ex- 
icUictiSf 1595, Bankes says: — "Measure, Msirocco, nay, nay, 
they that t;ike up commodities make no difference for 
mea.sure between a Flemish elle an<l an Eu:jlish yard." 

^ In the new e<litioti of Nares (ISVJ), this very passage is 
•quoted to illustrate the mcanin<;of the woi*d, which is defined 
rather va^fuely to lie a rW*. Obviously the woi-d signifies 
something of the kind, but the explanation does not at all 
•satisfy me. I suspect that a flute o/ canary was so allied 
from the Ciisk havinjj several vent-holes, in the same way 
that the French call a him pre v /?/.»«/< dWItman from the fiih 
having little holes in the upper {Kirt of its ImkIv. 

^ Forsytli, in hxnAnliqnaryH Portfolio, 1 82.1, mentions cer- 
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For peason, chickens, sawces high, 
Pig, and the widdow-venson-pye ; ^ 
With certaine promise (to your brother) 
Of the virginity of another, 
Wliere it is tlioiiglit I too may peepe in 
"Witli knuckles far as any deepe in ; ^ 



tain ** glutton •feasts," which used formerly to be celebrated 
periodically in lionour of the Virgin ; porhai)s the pasties 
used on these occasions were thence christened T^cM^te^-ifary. 
^ Venison pies or |)asties were the most favourite dish in 
this country in foi*mer times ; innumerable illustrations- 
might be furnished of the high esteem in which this descrip- 
tion of viand was held by our ancestors, who regarded it a» 
a thoroughly English luxury. The anonymous author of 
Horif Suhne^'iva:, 1G20, p. 38 (this volume is sup|)osed to have 
been written by Giles Brydges, Loi-d Chanilos), describe* an 
affected Englishman who has been travelling on the Conti- 
nent, as ** sweating at the sight of a jMisty of venison," and 
as '* swearing that the onlv delicacies be mushrooms, or 
car tare f or snayles." 

** The full-cram '<! dishes made the table crack, 
Gammons of bacon, brawn, and what was chief, 
Kinjf in all feasts, a t4ill Sir I^yne of Btf/^ 
Fat venison |)asties snioaki ng, 'tis no fable, 
Swans in their brotith came swinniiin«; to the table." — 
Poems of Bkn Johnson Junior, by \V. S. IGT'i, p. 3. 

* An allusion to the scantiness of forks. ** And when your 
justice of peace is kiiuckJe-deep in goose, you may without 
disfMiragement to your blocxl, thougli you have a la<ly to 
vour mother, fall verv manfuUv to vour woodcocks.**— 
J)Kt:KKK's (,'uIm /font llook\ HKJ9, e<l. Nott, p. 121. 
'• IJothit . Forks I what he thev ? 
Mar, The laudahle use of forks, 

Hroujrht into custoni*here, as they are in Ita!y, 

To the sjKiring of napkins " 

Jonson's The JhvU m an Axs^ act. v. scene 4. 
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For glasses, heads, hands, bellies full 
Of wine, and loyne right-worshipfuU ; ^ 
Whether all of, or more behind — a 
Thankes freest, freshest, faire Ellinda. 
\ Thankes for my visit not disdaining, 
^ ! Or at the least thankes for your feigning ; 
For if your mercy doore were lockt-well, 
I should be justly soundly knockt-well ; 
Cause that in dogrell I did mutter 
Not one rhime to you from dam-Rotter.* 

Next beg I to present my duty 
To pregnant sister in prime beauty, 
Wliom well I deeme (e're few months elder) 
Will take out Hans from pretty Kelder, 
And to the sweetly fayre Mal)ella, 
A match that vies witli Anibella ; 
In each respect but the misfortune. 
Fortune, Fate, I tliee importune. 

Xor must I j>asso the lovely Alice, 
Whose lioalth IM quafrc in gf»l<len clialice ; 
But since tliat Fate liatli made me neuter, 
I only can in beaker pewter : 



*' LovfJL Your luind, ^ood sir. 

Grtedy. This is a lord, and some think this a favour ; 

But 1 had rather have my hand in my dumpling.'' 
Massin(jer's New Way to Pay Old DebU^ 1633! 
^ The sirloin of beef. 
- Rotterdam. 
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But who'd forget, or yet left im-siing 
The doughty acts of George tlie yong-son % 
AVlio yesterday to save his sister 
H«ad slaine the snake, liad he not mist her : 
I3ut I shall leave him, 'till a nag on 
He gets to prosecute the dragon ; 
And then with helpe of sun and tai>er, 
Fill with his deeds twelve rcames of paper, 
That Amadis,^ Sir Guy, and Tojiaz ^ 

With his fleet neigher shall keep no-pace. 

But now to close all I must switch-hard, 

[Your] servant ever ; 

I^OVELACE KiCHARD. 




TO ELLIXDA. 
VPOX HIS LATE RECOVERY. 

A PAHAIX^X. 
I. 

|OAV 1 gricvo that I am well I 

j^ All my health was in my sicknes, 

y Go then, ] destiny, and tell, 

Very death is in this (luicknes. 



^ Amadin (U GanU, The translation of this romance by 
Anthony Munday un<i two or three others, whose assistance 
he obtained, made it |x>pular in England, although, perhaps 
with the exception of the |>ortion executed by Munday him* 
self, the pcrfonnance is beneath criticism. 
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II. 

Such a fate rules over me, 
That I glory when I languish, 

And do blesse the remedy, 

That doth feed, not quench my anguish. 

III. 

'Twas a gentle warmth tliat ceas'd 

In the vizard of a feavor ; 
But I feare now I am eas*d 

All the flames, since I must leave her. 

IV. 

Joyes, though witherd, circled me, 
When unto her voice inured 

Like those who, hv harinonv, 
Only can be tlirouglily cured. 

v. 

Sweet, sure, was that malady, 

AMiilst tlie i)leasant an^ol lioverM, 

Whicli ceasing the}' are all, as I, 
Angr}' tliat tliey are rccovorM. 

VI, 

And as men in hospitals, 

That are maiinM, are lodg'd and dined ; 
But wlicn once tlieir <langor fals. 

Ah th' are healed to be pined ! 
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VII. 

Fainting so, I might before 

Sometime have the leave to hand her, 
But lusty, am beat out of dorc, 

And for Love compell'd to wander. 




TO CHLOE, 
COURTING HER FOR HIS FRIEND. 

I. 

niLOE, behold ! againe I bo wo : * 

Againe possest, againe I woe ; 
From my heat hath takon fire 
Damas, noble youtli, and fries, ^ 
Gazing witli one of mine eyes, 
Damas, halfe of me expires : 

Cliloe, bcliold I Our fate's the same. 

Or make me cindei*s too, orqnencli his flame 



' This is not unfreciuently used in old writers in the sense 
of hum : — 

** But Lucilla, who now bejran to frie in the flames of love, 
all the comiKiny beingdei>arted,"&c. — Lyly'.s EujihiicH, loTO, 
sig. c V. verso. 

** My lady- mist rcsse cast an amourous eye 
Ui)on my forme, which lier aflfections drew, 
Shee was Love's martyr, and in flames did frye.''^ 

EfjyjiCs Favorite. The lliitorie of Joseph, By 

Sir F. Hubert, 1631, sig. C. 

G 
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IL 

I'd not be King, unlesse there sate 
Lesse lords that shar'd with me in state 
Who, by their cheaper coronets, know, 
What glories from my diadem flow : 
Its use and rate^ values the gem : 
Pearles in their shells have no esteem ; 
And, I being sun within thy sphere, 
^'is my chiefe beauty thinner lights shine there. 

III. 

The Usurer heaps unto his store 

By seeing others praise it more ; 

Who not for gaine or want doth covet^ 
But, 'cause another loves, doth love it : 
Thus gluttons cloy'd afresh invite 
Their gusts from some new appetite ; 

And after cloth remov'd, and mcate, 

Fall too againe by seeing others eate. 



GKATIANA DAUXCIXG AXD SINGING. 

I. 
EP] ! with wliat constant motion 
Even and glorious, as the siinne, 

Gratiana steercs that noble frame. 
Soft as her breast, sweet as her voyce. 
That gave each winding law and poyze, 
And swifter then the wings of Fame. 




^ Tlie estimation iti which it is held, its marketable worth. 
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II. 

fihe beat the happy pavement 
By such a starre-made finnament, 

Which now no more the roofe envies ; 
But swells up high with Atlas ev'n, 
Bearing the brighter, nobler Heaven, 
And in her, all the Dieties. 

III. 

Each step trod out a lovers thought 
And the ambitious hopes he brought, 

Chained to her brave feet with such arts, 
Such sweet command and gentle awe, 
As when she ceased, we sighing saw 

The floore lay pav'd with broken licarts. 

IV. 

So did she move : so did she sing : 
Like the harmonious spheres that bring 

Unto their rounds their musick's ayd ; 
Which she performed such a way, 
As all th* inamourVl world will sav : 

The Graces daunced, and Apollo playVl. 
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AMYNTOR« GROVE,! 

HIS CHLORIS, ARIGO,« AND GRATIANA. 

AN ELOGIE. 

T was' Aniyntor's Grove, that Chloris 
For ever ecchoes, and her glories ; 
Chloris, the gentlest sheapherdcsse, 
That ever lawnes and lambes did blesse ; 
Her bjsfttbt like to the whispering winde, 
Was calme as thought, sweet as her minde ; 
Her lips like coral gates kept in 
The perfume an al the pearle within ; 




' In the MS. copy this poem exhibits considerable varia- 
tions, and is entitled **Gratiana's Eulogy." 

- Arigo or Arrvjo is the Venetian form of Henrico, I hare 
no means of identifying ChloHh or Graiiana ; but Amyutor 
was probably-, as I liave already suggested, Eiidymion Por- 
ter, and Ariyo was umiuestionabl^- no other than Henry 
Jerrayn, or Jarmin, who, though no ix)et, Mas, Hke his friend 
Poi'ter, a liberal and discerning {Kitron of men of letters. 
'\j i ** Yet when thy noble choice apjjear'd, that hy 

Their comlxit first pre|»ar'<l th^* victory : 
Eiulymion ami Arifjo, who delij^ht 
In numbers — " 
Davenants Mculagatcar, 1638 (Works, 1673, p. 212). 
See also p. 247 of Davenant's Works. 

Jermyn's name is associated with that of Porter in the 
noblest dedication in our langua«(e, that to DaviimnCs Poum, 
1638, 12mo. ** If these ix>ems live," &c. 

^ This and the five next lines are not in MS. which opens, 
with "Her lii)3,"&c. 
* So original ; MS. reads of. 
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Her eyes a double-flaming torch 
That alwayes shine, and never scorch ; 
Her^ selfe tlie Heav'n in which did meet 
The all of bright, of faire and sweet. 

Here was I brought with that delight 
That sei^erated soules take flight ; 
And when my reason call'd my sence 
Back somewhat from this excellence. 
That I could see, I did begin 
T* observe the curious ordering 
Of every roome, where 'ts hard to know, 
Which most excels iu sent or show. 
Arabian gummes do breathe here forth, 
And th' East's come over to the North ; 
The windes have brought their hyre^ of sweet 
To see Amyntor Chloris greet ; 
Balme and nard, and each perfume, 
To blesse this payre,'^ chafe and consume ; 
And th' PhoQuix, see ! already fries ! 
Her ncast a fire in Cliloris** eyes ! 



' Thib and the next thirteen lines are not iu MS. 
I. e. tribute. 

a/H,Ve— MS. 

* her faire — MS. The sU>ry of the pha'uix was very popular, 
and the allusions to it in the early writers are almost 
innumerable. 

•* My labour did to greater thin^i^s aspire, 
To find a Pfutuix melted in the fire, 
Out of whose ashes should spring up to birth 
A friend "— 

Poems o/Be:^ Johnson jun., by W. S., 1672, p. 18. 
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Next^ the great and powerful hand 
Beckens my thoughts unto a stand 
Of Titian, Raphael, Georgone 
AVhose art even Nature hath out-done ;• 
For if weake Nature only can 
Intend, not perfect, what is man, 
These certainely we must prefer, 
"Who mended wliat she wrought, and her ;• 
And sure the sliadowes of those rare 
And kind incomparable fayre 
Are livelier, nobler company. 
Then if they could or speake, or see : 
For these^ I aske without a tush. 
Can kisse or touch without a blush, 
And we are taught that substance is, 
If uninjoy'd, but th'^ shade of blisse. 

Xow every saint cleerly divine, 
Is clos'd so in licr severall shrine ; 
The gems so rarely, richly set, 
For them wee love the cabinet ; 
80 intricately plac't withall, 
As if th' imbrorJered the wall, 
So that the pictures seem'd to be 
But one continued tapistrie.** 

After this travell of mine eyes 
AVe sate, and pitied Dieties ; 



' This and tlic next eleven lines arc not in MS. 
'^ The MS. reads she. 
=« The MS. reads for but OC ** the." 

^ In the houses of such as could afford the expense, the walU 
of rooms were formerly lined with tapestry instead of paper. 
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Wee bound our loose hayre with the vine, 

The poppy, and the eglantine ; 

One sweird an oriental bowlo 

Full, as a grateful, loyal soule 

To Cbloris ! Chloris ! Heare, oh, heare ! 

Tis pledged above in ev'ry sphere. 

Now streight the Indians richest prize 
Is kindled in^ glad sacrifice ; 
Cloudes are sent up on wings of thyme, 
Amber, ponigranates, jessemine. 
And through our earthen conduicts sore 
Higher then altars fum'd lief ore. 

So drencht we our oppressing cares, 
And choakt the wide jawes of our feares, 
AVliilst ravisht thus we did devise, 
If this were not a Paradice 
In all, except these harmlesse sins : 
JJehold ! flew in two cherubins, 
Cleare as the skye from whence they came, 
And brighter than the sacred Ihime ; 
The boy adorn 'd witli modesty, 
Yet armed so with majtjsty, 
That if the Thunderer againe 
His eagle sends, she stoops in vaine.- 
JJesides his innocence he tooke 
A sword and civsket, and did looke 
Like Love in amies ; he wrote but five, 
Yet spake eighteene ; each grace did strive. 



^ 80 MS. ; original has a. 

^ An allusion to the fable of Jupiter and Ganymede, 
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And twenty Cupids thronged forth, 

Who first should shew his prettier worth. 

But oh, the Nymph ! Did you ere know 

•Carnation mingled with snow ? ^ 

Or have you seene the lightning shrowd, 

And straight breake through th' opposing cloud ? 

:So ran her blood ; such was its hue ; 

So through her vayle her bright haire flew, 

And yet its glory did appeare 

But thinne, because her eyes were neere. 

Blooming boy, and blossoming mayd, 
May your faire sprigges be neere betrayed 
To 2 eating worme or fouler storme ; 
Ko serpent lurke to do them harme ; 
No sharpe frost cut, no Xorth-winde teare, 
The verdure of that fragrant liayre ; 
But^ nicay the sun and gentle weather, 
When you are both growne ripe together, 
Load you with fruit, such as your Father 
From you with all tlie joyes doth gather : 
And may you, when one branch is dead, 
Graft sucli anotlier in its stead. 
Lasting tlius ever in your prime, 
'Till til' sithe is snatcht away from Time.^ 

^ Mix\l with ifroppiufje mow — MS. 

' This and the succee<li!ij^ line arc not in MS. 

^ This and the six followinj^ lines are not in MS. 

* Here wo have a fi^jure, which reminds us of Jonson's fam- 
ous Uneson the Countess of Pembroke; but certainly in this 
instance the palm of superiority is due to Lovelace, whose 
conception of Time havinjj his scythe snatched from him is 
bolder and finer than that of the earlier and greater poet. 
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THE SCRUTINIE. 
SONG. 

SET BY MR. THOMAS CHARLBdu^ 

I. 

HY sliouldst thou*^ sweare I am forsworn, 

Since thine I vow'd to be ? 
Lady, it is already Mom, 

And 'twas last night I swore to thee 
That fond impossibility. 

ir. 
Have I not lov'd thee much and long, 

A tedious twelve -iH^uoUig^ space ? 
I should** all other beauties wrong, 

And rob thee of a new imbrace ; 

Should^ I still dote upon thy face. 

III. 

^ot but all joy in thy browne haire 
In^ others may be found ; 

But I must search the black and faire. 
Like skilfulle minerallists that sound 
For treasure in un-plow'd-up" ground. 

^ This poem up{)ears in Wits Inttrprcttr^ by John Cotgrave, 
ed. 1662, p. 214, under the title of **0n his Mistrejjsc, who 
unjustly taxed him of leaving her ofT.*' 

' So Cotgrave. Luccutta reads nhotdd you, 

* So Cotgrave. This is preferable to hours, the reading in 
Lucasta. 

* So Cotgrave. 

* So Cotgrave. 

* So Cotgrave. 



LucoHta reads must, 
LurcnUa has could, 
Lucasta reads By. 



' Unbidden — Cotgrave. 
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Then if, when I have lov'd my^ round, 

Thou prov'st the pleasant she ; 
With 8ix)yles2 of meaner beauties crown'd, 

I laden will returne to thee, 

Ev'n sated with varietie. 

PRIXCESSE L0YSA3 DRAWING. 

SAW a little Diety, 

Minerva in epitomy, 

WTiom Ve7ius, at first blush, surprised, 
Tooke for her winged wagge disguisM. 
But viewing then, whereas she made 
Xot a distrest, but lively shade 
Of EfxJw whom he had betraytl, 
Xow wanton, and itli' coole otli' Sunne 
With her deliglit a liunting gone, 
And tliousanJs more, whom he had slaine ; 
To live and love, belov'd againe : 
Ah ! tliis is true divinity ! 
1 will un-God that toye ! cri*d she ; 
Then markt slie Sf/riiix running fast 
To Pan's imbraces, with the haste 
Shee Hed him once, whose reede-pipe rent 
He finds now a new Instrument 

* thee — Cotgrave. 

' In ft]x>U — Cotgrave. 

^ Probably the second daughter of Frederic and Elizabeth 
of Bohemia, b. 1622. See Townesd's Dtftceiidants of the 
StitartH, 1858, p. 7. 
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Theseus returned invokes the Ayre • 

And windes, then wafts his faire ; 

Whilst Ariadne ravish't stood 

Half in his annes, halfe in the flood. ^ 

Proud Andxerete doth fall 
At Iphis feete, who smiles at^ all : 
And he (whilst she his curies doth deck) 
Hangs no where now, hut on her neck. 
Here Phmhus with a beamo untonibes 
Long-hid Leucothoe\ and doomes 
Her father there ; Daphne the faire 
Knowes now no bayes but round her haire ; 
And to ApoUo and his Sons, 
WHio pay him their due Orisons, 
Bequeaths her lawrell-robe, that flame 
Contemnes, Thunder and evill Fame. 

Thei"c kneelM Adonh< fresh as spring, 
Gay as his youth, now offering 
Herself those joyes witli voice and hand, 
Which first he could not understand. 

Transfixed Viuuti stood amas'd. 
Full of the Boy and Love, she gaz'd. 
And in imbraces seemed more 
Senceless and colde then he l)cforc. 
Uselesse Cliilde ! In vaine (siiid she) 
You beare that fond artillerie ; 
See heere a jx)W*r al>ove tlie slow 
Weake execution of thy bow. 

So said, she rivM tlie wood in two, 
Unedged all his arrowes too, 

' Original has oj. 
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And with the string their feathers bound 
To that part, whence we have our wound. 
'/ See, see ! the darts by which we burn'd 
\ \ '/ I Are bright Loysa's pencills turned, 
v' . With which she now euliveth more 
/ Beauties, tlian they destroyed before. 



A 

FORSAKEN LADY TO HER FALSE SERVANT 

THAT IS DISDAINED BY HIS NEW 

MISTRISS.1 

ERE it tliat you so shun me, 'cause you wish 
(Cruels*t) a fellow in your wretchednesse, 
Or that you take some small ease in your 
owne 
Tonncnts, to hoare another sadly groane, 
I were most happy in my paincs, to be 
So truely blest, to be so curst by thee : 
But oh ! my cries to that doe rather adde. 
Of which too mucli already thou hast had, 
And thou art gladly sad to heare my moane ; 
Yet sadly hearst me with derision. 

Thou most unjust, that really dost know, 
And feelst thvselfe" the flames I burne in. Oh ! 
How can you beg to l>e set loose from that 
Consuming stake you binde another at ? 



^ Carew (PotniH^ ed. ICol, p. r»3) has some lines, entitle^l, 
** In the person of a Lady to her Inconstant Servant," whitrli 
are of nearly similar pur|>ort to Lovchice's poem, but are 
both shorter and better. 
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Uncharitablest both wayes, to denie 
That pity me, for which yourself must dye, 
To love not her loves you, yet know the pain 
AVTiat 'tis to love, and not be lov'd agaiue. 

Flye on, flye on, swift Racer, untill she 
Whom thou of all ador'st shall learne of thee 
The pace t*outfly thee, and shall teach thee groan,. 
What terrour 'tis t'outgo and be outgon. 

Kor yet looke back, nor yet must we 
Run then like spoakes in whoeles eternally, 
And never overtake ? Be dragged on still 
By the weake cordage of your untwin'd will 
Round without hope of r(*st ? Xo, I will turne,. 
And with my goodnes l)oldly meete your scorne ; 
My goodnesse which Iloav'n panlon, and that fate- 
Made you haie lovCy arid fall in love with haie. 

But I am cliang'd ! Briglit reason, that did give- 
My soule a noble 4uickn<*.s, made nu? live 
One breath yet h)nger, and to will, and see 
Hath reach t me pow'r to scorne as well as thoe : 
That thou, which prou<lly tramplest on my grave, 
Thysclfe mightst fall, cunipier'd my double slave : 
That thou mightst, sinking in thy triumphs, moan,. 
And I triumi)h in my dcstructiiin. 

Ilayle, holy cold ! chastt; temper, hayle I the lire 
liavM^ oVe my purer thoughts I feel t' cxj)ire. 



* Bav\l secMiis here to be e<iuivjilent to rtav'd^ or fureav'd. 
Perhai)S the correet retuling may be ** rciiv'd. " See Worcester's- 
Dictionary f art. Kave, where Menace's sup{K)sition of affinity 
between rave and Utreave is |)erliap9 a Uttle too slightingly 
treated. 
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And I am candied ice. Yee pow'rs ! if e're 

I shall be forc't unto my sepulcher, 

Or violently hurPd into my ume, 

Oh make me choose rather to freeze than bume. 



THE GRASSEHOPPER. 

TO MY NOBLE FRIEND, MR. CHARLES COTTON.^ 

ODE. 

I. 

^ H thou, that swing'st upon the waving eare^ 
Of some well-filled oaten beard,^ 
Drunk ev'ry night with a delicious teare* 
Dropt thee from Heav'n, where now 
th'art reard. 




* Charles Cotton the elder, father of the poet. He died in 
1658. This poem is extracted in Censura XtVerar»a,ix.352, as 
a favourable specimen of Lovelace's ix)etical genius. The 
text is manifestly corrupt, but I Iiave endeavoured to amend 
it. In Elton *s ^ptcimeiis of Cfaasic Poets, 1814, i. 148, is a 
translation of Anacreon's Address to the Cicada, or Tree- 
Locust (Lovelace's grasshopper?), which is superior to the 
modern i)oem, being less prolix, and more natural in its 
manner. In all Lovelace's longer pieces there are too many 
obscure and feeble conceits, and too many evidences of a 
leaning to the metaphysical and antithetical school of poetry. 

^ Original has hairc. 

^ t. e. a beard of oats. 

"* Meleager's invocation to the tree-locust commences thus 
in Elton's translation : — 

** Oh shrill- voiced insect ! that with dew-drops sweet 

Inebriate " 

See also Cowley's Anacreontiques, No. X. The Grasshopper, 
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II. 
The joyes of earth and ayre are thine intire, 

That with thy feet and wings dost hop and flye ; 
And when thy poppy workes, thou dost retire 

To thy carved acorn-bed to lye. 

III. 
Uq with the day, the Sun thou welcomst then, 

Sportst in the guilt plats ^ of his beanies. 
And all these merry dayes mak'st merry men,*^ 

Thy selfe, and melancholy streames. 

IV. 

But ah, the sickle ! golden earcs arc cropt ; 

Ceres and Bacchus bid good-night ; 
Sharpe frosty fingers all your Howrs have topt, 

And what sithes spar'd, winds sliave off quite. 

V. 

Poore verdant foole ! and now green ice, thy joys 
Lai-ge and as lasting as thy peirch^ of gi-assc, 

* I. c. horizontal lines tin^^ed with gold. See Halliwell's 
Olossary of Archaic Words, 18G(), art. Plat (seventh and 
eighth meaning). The late editors of Nares cite this {lassage 
from Lurcutta as an illustration of (fui/t-jtf of m^mU'icU they define 
to be **i»lots of gold." Thisdetinition, uiisupi)ortcii by any 
other evidence, is not very satisfactory, and certainly it has 
no obvious application here. 

- Randolph sa\'S : — 

** toiling ants |K?rchance delij^ht to hear 

The summer musique of the gras-hopi>er." 

Poems, 1640, p. 90. 
It is a question, perhai)s, whether Lovelace intended by the 
grastihop])p.r the cicada or the locuMa. See Sir Thomas 
Browne's Inquiries into Vidyar Errors (Works, by Wilkins, 
183G, iii. 93). 

3 Perch. 
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Bid us lay in 'gainst winter raine, and poize 
Their flouds with an o'erflowing glasse. 

VI. 

Thou best of men and friends ? we will create 
A genuine summer in each others breast ; 

And spite of this cold Time and frosen Fate, 
Thaw us a warme scate to our rest. 

VII. 

Our sacred harthes shall bume eternally 
As vestal flames ; the North- wind, he 

Shall strike his frost-stretch'd winges, dissolve 
and flye 
This iEtna in epitome. 

VIII. 

Dropping December shall come weeping in, 
Bewayle th' usurping of his raigne ; 

But wlien in show'rs of old Greeke^ we beginnc, 
Shall crie, he hath his crowne againe ! 

IX. 

Xight as clcare llesper sliall our tajwrs whip 
From the light casements, where we play. 

And the darke hagge from her black mantle strip, 
And sticke there everlasting day. 

X. 

Tluis richer then untcmpted kings are wc, 
That asking nothing, nothing need : 

Though lord of all what seas imbrace, yet he 
That wants himselfe, is poore indeed. 



* ».e. olil (J reek wine. 



POEMS. 97 



AN ELEGIE. 

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. CASSANDRA COTTON, 
ONLY SISTER TO MR. C. COTTON.^ 

ITHER with hallowed steps as is the ground. 




That must enshrine this saint with lookes 
profound, 

And sad aspects as the dark vails you weare. 
Virgins opprest, draw gently, gently neare ; 
Enter the dismall chancell of this rooome, 
"VAHiere each pale guest stands fixt a living tombe ; 
With trembling hands helpe to remove this earth 
To its last death and first victorious birth : 
Let gums and incense fume, who are at strife 
To enter th* hearse and breath in it new life ; 
cringle your stepj^es with flowers as you goe, 
"VMiicli, as they haste to fade, will speake your woe. 

And when y' have plac't your tapers on her urn, 
How poor a tribute 'tis to weep and luourn ! 
That fl<XHl the channcll of your eye-lids lils. 
When you lose trifles, or what s lesse, your wills. 
If you'l be worthy of these obsequies, 
I>o blind unto the world, and drop your eyes ; 



* Cassandra Cotton, only dautjliter of Sir (leorge Cotton, 

of Warblenton, co. Sussex, and of Hedhanipton, co. Hants, 

die<l some time Ixjfore 1G40, unmarrieil. She was the sister 

of Charles Cotton the elder, and aunt to tlie poet. See 

WcOtoiCs AwjUr, ad. Nicolas, Introduction, clxvi. 

U 
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Waste and consume, bum downward as this fire 
That's fed no more : so willingly expire ; 
Passe through the cold and obscure narrow way, 
Then light your torches at the spring of day. 
There with her triumph in your victory. 
Such joy alone and such solemnity 
Becomes this funerall of virginity. 

Or, if you faint to be so blest, oh heare ! 
If not to dye, dare but to live like her : 
Dare to live virgins, till the honour'd age 
Of thrice fifteen cals matrons on the stage, 
WHiilst not a blemish or least staine is seene 
On your white roabe 'twixt fifty and fifteene ; 
J3ut as it in your swathing-bands was given, 
Bring't in your winding sheet unsoyl'd to Heav'n. 
Daere to do purely, without compact good, 
Or herald, by no one understood 
But him, who now in thanks bows either knee 
For th* early benefit and secrcsie. 

Dare to affect a serious holy sorrow, 
To which delights of pallaces are narrow. 
And, lasting as their smiles, dig you a roomc, 
AVliero practise the probation of your tonibe 
AVith ever-bended knees and i)iercing pray'r. 
Smooth the rough passe through craggy earth to ay'r ; 
Flame there as lights that shipwrackt niarinei's 
May put in safely, and secure their feares, 
"Who, adding to your joyes, now owe you theirs. 

A'irgins, if thus you dare but coumge take 
To follow her in life, else through this lake 
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Of Xature wade, and breake her earthly bai*s, 
Y' are fixt with her upon a throne of stars, 
Arched with a pure Heav'n chrystaline, 
Wliere round you love and joy for over shine. 

But you are dunibe, as what you do lament 
^lore senseles tlien her very monument, 
Which at your weaknes weeps. Spare that vaine tcare. 
Enough to burst the rev'rend sepulcher. 
Kise and walk home ; there groaning prostrate fall. 
And celebrate your owne sad funeitill : 
For howsoe're you move, may hearc, or sec, 
You are more dead and buried then shee. 



'p 



IHE VIXTAOP: to the l^UXGEOX. 

«E1' BY MR. WILLIAM LA WES. 

I. 

ING out, j)ciit soules, sing checrefully ! 
Care shackles vou in libortv : 
J Mirth frees you in captivit}*. 

AVouM you double fetters adde ? 
Else why so sa<lde 1 

Choniff, 

Besides your piniouM amies youl lindc 
Griefe ioo ran manakoll the mindo. 




* IVobably compose*! during the poet's confinement in 
Petcrliouse. 
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Live then, prisoners, iincontrord ; 
Drink oth' strong, the rich, the old, 
** Till wine too hath your wits in hold ; 

Then if still your joUitie 

And throats are free — 

Clioru^, 

y Tryumph in your bonds and paines, 

V' ' *" And daunce to the music of your chaines. 



r. 



ON THE DEATH OF MRS. ELIZABETH 

FILMER.^ 

AN ELEGIACALL EPITAPH. 

'OU tliat shall live awhile, before 
Old time tvrs, and is no more : 
When that this anihitious stone 
Stoopcs low as what it tramples on : 
Know that in that age, when sinue 
Gave the world law, and governd Queeno, 
A virgin liv'd, that still put on 
White thought."^, though out of fasliion : 




* This lady was i>erliai>s the dauirhter of Edward Filmer, 
Esq., of East Sutton, oo. Kent, hy \\'\a wife Eli/^i, daughter 
of Richaixl Argall, Esq., of the same place (See Harl. MS. 
14^, p. 300). Possihly, the Edwanl Filmer mentioned here 
was the same as the author of ** Frenclie Court Ay res, \i*ith 
their Ditties englisheil,'* IGiO, in praise of which Jonson has 
some lines in his Underwoods. 
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That trac't the stars, 'spite of rcjport, 

And durst be good, though chidden for't : 

Of such a soiUe that infant Heav'n 

Repented ivhat it thus had giv'n : 

For finding equall happy man, 

Th' impatient powers snatch it agen. 

Tlius, chaste as th' ayre whither shec*s fled, 

She, making her celestiall bed 

In her warme alablaster, lay 

As cold as in this house of clay : 

Nor were the rooms unfit to feast 

Or circumscribe this angel-guest ; 

The radiant gemme was brightly set 

In as divine a carkanet ; 

Of ^ which the cleaixir was not knowne, 

llcr minde or her complexion. 

Such an everlasting grace, 

Such a Ijeatifick face, 

Incloystci's here this narrow floore. 

That possest all hearts before. 

Blest and bewaylM in death and birth ! 
The smiles and teares of heav'n and earth ! 
A'irgins at each step arc afeard, 
Filmcr is shot by whicli they steer'd, 
riieir star extinct, tlieir l)eauty dead, 
Tliat the yong worM to honour led ; 
I tut see ! tlie rapid splieres stand still. 
And tunc themselves unto her will. 



'1^ 



f\^ 



' Onginal reads /or. 
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Thus, although this marble must, 
As all things, crumble into dust. 
And though you fmde this faire-built tomlxr 
Ashes, as what l^^^es in its worn be : 
Yet her stvint-like name shall shine 
A living glory to tliis shrine. 
And her eternall fame be read, 
MTien all but very veiiue^s dead.^ 



TO MY WORTHY FRIEXD MR. PETER 

LILLY :2 

ON THAT EXCELLENT PICTURE OF HIS MAJESTY AND 

THE DUKE OF YORKE, DRAWNE BY HIM 

AT HAMPTON-COURT. 

EK ! what a clouded majesty, and e^'cs 
Whose glory through their mist duth 
5g^ briglitor rise ! 

See ! what an humble bravery doth shine, 
And griefe triumphant breaking through each line. 




* ** Which ensuing times sliall warble, 

When 'tis lost, that's writ in marble.'' 
Withkk's Fai}' Virtue, the Mifttrens of Philaretc, 1622. 
Headley {Select IharititH, ed. 1810, ii. p. 42) has remarked 
the similarity between tliese lines and some in Collins' Dirge 
in Ci/mbeliiie : — 

** Belov'd till life can charm no more ; 
And mourn' d till pity's aeJIfbt dead.*' 
* Mr. , afterwards Sir Peter, Lely. He was frequently called 
Lilly, or Lilley, by his contemporaries, and Lilley is Pepys^ 
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How it commands the face ! so sweet a scome 

Never did happy misery adorne ! 

So sacred a contempt, that others show 

To this, (oth' height of all the wheele) below, 

That mightiest monarchs by this shaded booke 

May coppy out tlieir proudest, richest looke. 

Whilst the true eaglet this quick luster spies, 
And by his sun's enlightens his owne eyes ; 
He cures ^ his cares, his burthen feeles, then strcighfe 
Joyes that so lightly he can beare such weight ; 
Whilst either cithers passion doth borrow, 
And ])Oth doe grieve the same victorious sorrow. 

These, my best LWy^ with so bold a spirit 
And soft a grace, as if thou didst inherit 
For that time all their greatnessc, and didst dxaw 
With those bmve eyes your royal sitters saw* 

Xot as of old, when a rough hand did speake" 
A strong aspect, and a faire face, a weake ; 



S|jeliiag. '*Al Lord Xuithuniberlaiul*^, at Sion, is a rc- 
markxible picture of King Charles I, holding a letter directed 
*au roi monseijrncur,' ami the Duke of York, a»t. 14, pre- 
senting a {lenknifc to him to cut the strings. It was drawn 
at Hampton Court, when the King was last there, by Mr. 
Lely, wlio was c;irnestly recommended to him. I should 
have taken it for the han<l of Fuller or Dobson. It is cer- 
tainly very unlike Sir i*eter's latter manner, and is stronger 
than his former. The King has none of the melancholy 
grace which Vandyck alone, of all his i>ainters, always gave 
him. It lias a sterner countenance, and expressive of the 
tempests he had exi)erienced.'* — Walpolk's Aiucdotts of 
Painting in England, ed. 18G2, p. 443-4. 
' Original reads carta. 
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^ ^ When only a black beard cried villaine, and 
^; By hieroglyphicks we could understand ; 
When chrystall typified in a white spot, 
And the bright ruby was but one red blot ; 
^ Thou dost the things Orientally the same 
iNot only paintst its colour, but its flame : 
Thou sorrow canst designe without a teare, 
And with the man his very hope or f eare ; 
So that th' amazed world shall henceforth finde 
I^one but my LUlj/ ever drew a ininde, \ 

>j^^ ":* < THE LADY A. L.i 

MY ASYLUM IN A GREAT EXTREMITY. 

ITH that delight the Royal captiv's^ bi-ought 
Before the throne, to breath his farewell 

thought, 
To tel his last talc, and so end with it, 
"Which gladly he esteemes a benefit ; 
AVhen the brave victor, at his great soule dumbe, 
Findcs something there fate cannot overcome, 
Cals the chain'd i)rince, and by his glory led. 
First readies him liis crowno, and then his head ; 
Who ne're 'til now thinks himself slave and poor ; 
For thoui^h nouijht else, he had himselfc before. 

' I. e. Anne, Lady Lovelace, the poet's kinswoman, who 
fleems to have assisted him in some emergency, unknown to 
U8 except throufi^h the present lines. 

2Caractacus(?). 
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He weepes at this faire chance, nor wil allow, 
But that the diadem doth brand his brow. 
And under-rates himselfe below mankinde. 
Who first had lost his body, now his minde. 

With such a joy came I to heare my dombe, ^ 
And haste tlie preparation of my tombe, 
When, like good angels who have heavenly charge 
To steere and guide mans sudden giddy barge, 
She snatcht me from the rock I was upon. 
And landed me at life's pavillion : 
Where I, thus wound out of th' immense abysse, 
Was straight set on a pinacle of blisse. 

Let me leape in againe ! and by that full 
Bring me to my first woe, so cancel all : 
Ah ! 's this a quitting of the debt you owe. 
To crush her and her goodnesse at one blowe ? 

Defend me from so foule iniinety, 
Would make friends grieve, and furies weep to see. 

Now, ye sage spirits, whicli infuse in men 
That are obliilgM twice to oblige agen, 
Informe my tongue in labour what to say. 
And in what coyne or language to repay. 
But you arc silent as the ev'nings ayro. 
When win«l<»s unto tli<'ir Imllow <;rots rcpaiiv.^ 



' The mythology of (> recce assigned to each wind a 
separate cave, in wliich it was supposed to await the com- 
mands of its sovereign .Kolus, or .-IColos. It is to this myth 
that Lovelace alludes. 
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Oh, then accept the all that left me is, 
Devout oblations of a sacred wish ! 

AMien she walks forth, ye perfum'J wings oth'East, 
Fan her, 'til with the Sun she hastes to th' West, 
And when her heavenly course calles up the day, 
And breakes as bright, descend, some glistering ray. 
To circle her, and her as glistering haire. 
That all nuiy say a living saint shines there. 
} Slow Time, with woollen feet make thy soft pace, 
! And leave no tracks ith' snow of her pure face ; 
But when tliis vertue must needs fall, to rise 
The Inightest constellation in the skies ; 
"Wlien we in chai-actcrs of fire shall rcade. 
How cleere she was alive, how spotless, dead. 
All you tliat arc a kinne to piety : 
For onely you can licr close mourners be. 
Draw neer, and make of hallowed tearcs a dearth ; 
Got nines and justice both arc fled the earth. 

If this l)c to be thankful, Fv a heart 
Ih'oaken with vowes, eaten with grateful smart, 
And beside this, the vild ^ world nothing hath 
Wurth anything but her provoked wrath; 
So tiien, who thinkes to satislie in tinu% 
Must give a satisfaction for that crime : 
Since she alone knowes the gifts value, she 
Can onely to her selfe re«piitall be, 
And worthyly to th* life paynt her owne story 
In its true colours and full native glory ; 



* A very comnun form of vile among early writers. 
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'Wliich when perhaps she shal be heard to tell, 
Buffoones and theeves, ceasing to do ill, 
Shal blush into a virgin-innocence, 
And then woo others from the same offence ; 
The robber and the murderer, in 'spite 
Of his red spots, shal startle into white : 
All good (rewards layd by) shal stil increase 
For love of her, and villany decease ; ^ 
Kaught 2 be ignote, not so much out of feare 
Of being punisht, as offending her. 

So that, when as my future daring bayes 
Shall bow it selfe ^ in lawrels to her praise. 
To crown her conqu'ring goodnes, and proclaime 
The due renowne and glories of her name : 
^\y wit shal 1k3 so wrotclied and so poore 
Tliat, 'stead of praysing, I shal scandal her. 
And leave, when witli my purest art I'v done. 
Scarce tlie designe of what she is bcgunnc : 
Yet men shal send me home, admir'd, exact ; 
I'roud, that 1 could from her so wel detract. 



* This reads like a |Kiroclyon the fourtli E«'lo!^uc of Virgil. 
The early English jjoeta were rather partial to the inti-o- 
duction of miniature-pictures of the <iolden Age on similar 
occasions to the present. Thus Carew, in his (loem To 
Saxham, says : — 

** The Pheasant, Partridge, and tlie Lark 
Flew to thy house, as to the Ark. 
The willing Oxe of himself came 
Home to the slaughter with the Lamb. 
And every beast did thither bring 
Himself, to be an offering." 

Carew*s Foemn, 1G51, p. 34. 

* Vice. ' We should read thtmaeftti. 
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Where, then, thou bold instinct, shal I b^n 
My endlesse taske ? To thanke her were a sin 
Oreat as not speake, and not to speake, a blame 
Beyond what's worst, such as doth want a name ; 
So thou my ail, pooro gratitude, ev'n thou 
In this wilt an unthankful office do : 
Or wilt I fling all at her feet I have : 
My life, my love, my very soule, a slave ? 
Tye my free spirit onely unto her. 
And yeeld up my aflection prisoner 1 
Fond thought, in this thou teachest me to give 
What first was hers, since by her breath I live ; 
And hast but show'd me, how I may resigno 
Possession of those things are none of mine. 



A LADY WITH A FALCOX OX HER FIST, 

to the honouraule my cousin 
a[nne] l[ovelace.] 

I. 

HIS Queen of Prey (now prey to you). 
Fast to that pirch of ivory 
III silver chaiiies and silken clue, 
Hath now made full thy victory : 

II. 
The swelling adniirall of the dread 

Cold deepe, burnt in thy flames, oh fairc ! 
AVast not enough, Imt thou must lead 

Bound, too, the l*rincessc of the aire ^ 
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III. 

Unarm'd of wings and scaly oare, 

Unhappy crawler on the land, 
To what heav'n fly'st 1 div'st to what shoare,. 

That her brave eyes do not command % 

IV. 

Ascend the chariot of the Sun 

From her briglit pow^r to shelter thee : 

Her captive (foole) outgases him ; 
Ah, what lost wretches then are we"! 

V. 

IN'ow, prond usurpers on the right 
Of sacred beauty, heare your dombe ;. 

Kecant your sex, your niastry, might ; 
l-iowor you cannot bo or*ecome : 

VI. 

Repent, ye er'e nam'd lio or licail, ' 

For y' arc in falcon's monarch v, . 
And in that just dominion l)rod, 

In which tlie nobler is tlic shoe, j 
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A PROLOGUE TO THE SCHOLARS. 

A COMiEDY PRESENTED AT THE WHITE FRYERS.^ 

GENTLEMAX, to give us somewhat new. 
Hath brought up Oxford with him to show 

you; 
Pray be not frighted — Tho the scsBne and 
gown's 
Tlie Universities, the wit's the town's ; 
The lines each honest Englishman may speake : 
Yet not mistake liis mother-tongue for Greek e, 
For stil 'twas i>art of his vow'd liturgie : — 
\ From learned comedies deliver me ! 

AVishing all those that lov'd 'em here asleepe. 
Promising scholars, but no scholarship. 

You'd smile to see, how he do's vex and shake, 
Speakes naught ; but, if the prologue do's but take. 
Or the first act were past the pikes once, then — 
Then hopes and joys, then frowns and fears agen, 
Then bhishes like a vir^^'in, now to be 
Rob'd of his comicall virginity 



' This was the theatre in Salisbury Court. See Collier, 
II. E. 1). P. iii. 2S0, and Halliwells Dictionary of Old Playn, 
art. SCIHH.AK. From the terms of the epilogue it seems to 
have been a piece occupying? two hours in the {)6rformance. 
Judging, I presume, from the oi)ening lines, Mr. Halliwell 
supposes it to have been originaUy acted at Gloucester Hall. 
Probably Mr. Halliwell is right. 
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In presence of you all. In short, you'd say 
More hopes of mirth are in his looks then play. 

These feares are for the iioble and tlie wise ; 
But if *mongst you there are such fowle dead eyes, 
As can damne unaraign'd, cal law their pow'rs, 
Judging it sin enougli that it is ours. 
And witli the house shift their decreed desires, 
Faire BtiW ioi\\^ Blaclce^DlackesiiW to the White-Fnjers;^ 
He do's protest lie wil sit down and weep 
Castles and i)yi'amids 

. Xo, he wil on. 
Proud to be rjiisVl by such destruction. 
So far from quarrelling with himselfe and wit, 
That he wil thank them for the benefit, 
Since finding nothing worthy of their hate. 
They reach him that themselves must envy at : 




THE KPILOGUK 

HE stubborne author of the trifle- crime, 
That just now cheated you of two hours' 

time. 

Presumptuous it lik't liiin," began to grow 
Carclcsse, wliethcr it pleased you or no. 



' A (juibble on the two a<ljacent theatres in ^\'hitef^ia^8 
and lilackfriars. 

- Perhaps trifling was the word written by Lovelace. A 
venial ojftuce is meant. 

•* It wouhl be ditHcuIt to point out a writer so unpardon- 
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But we who ground th* excellence of a play 
On what the women at the dores wil say, 
Who judge it by the benches, and afford 
To take your money, ere his oath or word 
His schoUars schooFd, sayd if he had been wise 
He should have wove in one two comedies ; 
The first for th' gallery, in which the throne 
To their amazement should descend alone, 
Tlie rosin-lightning flash, and monster spire 
Squibs, and words hotter then his fire. 

Th' other for the gentlemen oth' pit. 
Like to themselves, all spirit, fancy, wit, 
In which plots should be subtile as a flame. 
Disguises would make Protetis stil the same : 
Humours so rarely Immour'd and exprest, 
That ev'n they should thinke 'em so, not drest ; 
Vices acted and applauded too, times 
Tickled, and th' actors acted, not their crimes, 
So he might equally api)lause have gainVl 
Of th' lianlnod, sooty, and the snowy hand.^ 

Where now one so so - sjiatters, t'other : no ! 
Tis his first play ; twere solecisme 'tshould goe ; 



abl\ slovenly in liis stvle or |>}ira«eolo;iy as Lov< Ijioe. By 
* IVesumpLuouii it lik't liiin,' we must of course understand 
*• Presumptuous that he liked it himself," or presumptuously 
K"If-satisHed. 

' i. e. the n>ui;h and dirty occu[)ants of the gallery and 
the fair s|)ectiitors in the boxes. 

- An exclamation of approval, when an actor made a hit. 
The phrase seems to be somewhat akin to the Italian **«*, 
W," a corruption of *'«»a, «ia." 
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The next 't sliew'd pritily, but searcht within 
It appeares bare and bald, as is his chin ; 
The towne-wit sentences : A Scholars Play ! 
Pish ! I know not why, but th'ave not the way.^ 

We, whose gaine is all our pleasure, ev'n these 
Are bound by justice and religion to please ; 
AVhich he, whose pleasure's all his gaine, goes by 
As slightly, as they doc his comaedy. 

Culls out the few, the worthy, at whose feet 
He sacrifices lx)th hinisclfe and it, 
His fancies first fruits : profit he knowes none^ 
Unles that of your approl^ition, 
AVTiich if your thoughts at going out will pay, 
Hee'l not looke farther for a second day.- 



AGAIXST THE LOVE OF GREAT ONES. 

NHAITY youtli, l>ctraytl by Fate 
To such a love'* liath sainted hate. 
And damned tlmso cc'lestiall Hands** 
Are onely knit witli oiiual hands ; 

* /. c. they do not know how to act a play. 

- This proloj^ue and epiloj^tir were clearly not attache<l to 
the play when it was llrst pcrfnnned Uy the fellow-collegianf« 
of the poet at (iloucester Hall, as an aninteur attempt in the 
dramatic line, bnt were lirst a«l«le<l when **The Scholars'* 
was reproduce<l in London, aii<i the i«rts sustained by ordi- 
nary actors. 

•** ». e. thai hath sainted, &»•. 

* So the Editor's MS. copy alieady descril)cd ; the printed 

copy has bomU. 

I 




1 
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The love of great ones is a love,^ 
Gods are incapable to prove : 
For where there is a joy uneven, 
There never, never can be Heav'n : 
^is such a love as is not sent 
To fiends as yet for punishment ; 
Iscion willingly doth feele 
The gyre of his eternal wheele, 
Kor would he now exchange his paine 
For cloudes and goddesses againe. 

Wouldst tliou with tempests lye ? Then bow 
To th' rougher furrows of her brow. 
Or make a thunder-bolt thy choyce ? 
Then catch at her more fatal voyce ; 
Or 'gender with the lightning ? trye 
The subtler ^ flashes of lier eye : 
Poore Semele^ wel knew the same, 
AVI 10 * botli imbrac't her God and flame ; 
And not alone in soule did burne, 
But in this love did ashes turne. 

How il doth majesty injoy 
Tlio bow and gaity oth' boy, 
As if the purplo-roabe sliould sit. 
And sentence ^'ive ith' chayr of wit. 



^ So Editor's MS. Printed copy has — 

**The Love of (ireat Ones? 'Tis a Love." 

Subtle— i^cfiVor'^ MS, 

^ Semelc she — Editor^ MS. 

* She— Ibid. 



f. 



POEMS. 115 

Say, ever-dying wretch, to whom 
Each answer is a certaine dooni,^ 
AVliat is it that you would possesse, 
The Countes, or the naked Iksse 1 *^ 
Would you her gowne or title do ? 
Her box or gem, the ^ thing or show 1 
If you meane he)\ the very her. 
Abstracted from her caracter. 
Unhappy boy ! you may as soone 
With fawning wanton with the ^loone, 
Or with an amorous complaint 
Get prostitute your very saint ; 
]S^ot that we are not mortal, or 
Fly Vcjiiut altars, and ^ abhor 
Tiie selfesame knack, for which you pine ; 
But we (defend us !) are divine, 
[Xot] female, but madam born,'' and come 
From a right-honourable wombe. 



' Doml^e — Lncanta. 

'^ BtMs is used in the following ptisstige as a phrase for n 
sort of female Tom -o- Bedlam — 

" We treat mad-Bedlams, Toms and Bcfcteif 
With ceremonies and caresses ! *' 

1>ix<>n's Camdia^ 1683, ixirt i. canto 2. 
And the word seems also to have been employe<l to sijjnify 
the loose women who, in early times, made Covcnt Garden 
and its nei«?hbourhoo<l their sjHicial haunt. See Cotjrrave's 
ll'iM Iiiftrpreter, 1002, p. 230. But here ** naked Besse,' 
meiins only a woman who, in contradistinction to a lady of 
rank, has no adventitious (jualities to recommend her. 

^ Oritfinal reads her. 

* Altars, or — LticatUa. 

■'' Borne — Lncasta, 
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Shal we tlieu mingle ^vitli the Ixiso., 

And bring a silver-tinsell race t 

Whilst th' issue noble wil not jxisse 

The gold alioyd ^ (almost halfe brasse), 

And th' blood in each veine doth apj^eanv 

Part thick Boorcinii, jiart Lady Cleare ; 

Like to the sonlid insects sprung 

From Father Sun and ^[otlier Dung : 

Yet lose we not the hold we have, 

But faster graspe the trembling slave ; 

Play at baloon with's heart, and winde 

The strings like scaines, steale into his minde 

Ten thousand false - and feignetl joyes 

Far worse then they ; whilst, like whipt Utys^ 

After this scourge liee's hush with toys. 

This •' hciinl, »Sir, play stil in hor oyes, 
And Ije a dying, live ^ like flyes 
Caught by their anglo-legs, an<l whom 
Tlie torch luuj^hs peoce-incale to i-onsunie. 



* Allay'd — Lnciutfa. 

'^ So Editor's MS. Lurasta has hdU. 

^ From tlii.M word down \.o lives is omitted in the M.S. cop\' 

* Original has lirts. 
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TO ALTHEA. 

FUOM PRISON. 
SONG. 
SET BY im, JOHN WII^ON.^ 
1. 

HEX love with unconfiiicd wings 
Hovers within my gates ; 
And my divine A1thi*a lirings 
To whisper «at the grates ; 
When 1 lye tangled in her haii*e,- 
And fi'tteiil to her e3'e,'' 




' The first bUinzui of this fAiiious song is harmoiii/.ecl in 
Cheer/nil Ayrts or DoUIoaU : Firat coniftostd for one. ^iwjtt 
roicCf and fttuct n*:f for three roicf.M. By John Wilson, Dr. in 
Music, IVofessor of the same in the University of Oxford. 
Oxford, IGOO (Sept. 20, Km',)), 4to. p. 10. I have sometimes 
thought that, when Lovelace (roni|K)sed this pro<luction, he 
had in his recollection r^oinc of the sentiments in Wither 's 
Shephtrds Huutiioj^ Hil.l. See, more particularly, the sonnet 
(at p. 248 of Mr. iiutch's Bristol e<lition) commencing : — 
*' I that er'st while the world's sweet air did draM-." 
*■* Peele, in Kiiifj Ihwid and Fair BdhMaltty 1599, lias a 
similar tigure, where David s-iys : — 

** Now comes my lover tripping like the roe, 
An<l hrin^js my lonj^ings tanjrled in her hair." 
The ** lover " is t>f cour>»j Beths«il)e. 

•' Thus Mid<lleton, in his More DinfttmUers ftettides Womtn, 
printeil in 1057, hut written l>efore IG'iti, says: — 

" But for modesty, 
I shouM fall foul in words u)ion fond man. 
That can forget his excellence and honour, 
His serious meilitations, lieing the end 
Of his creation, to learn well to die ; 
And live a prinoner to a teaman^ a tt/t,'* 
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Tlie birds,^ that wanton in the aire, 
Know no such liberty. 

11. 
When flowuig cups run swiftly round 

'With no allaying Thames, 
Our caroless(i heads with roses lx)und, 

Our hearts with loyal flames ; 
When thirsty griefe in wine we steepe, 

When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes, that tipple in the deepe, 

Know no such lil)erti<». 

III. 
When (like committed linnets ^) I 
With shriller throat shall sing 

* Original reads {foda ; the present word is substituted in 
acconlunce with a MS. copy of the song printed by the late 
Di'. Bliss, in his edition of Woods Aihtnce, If Dr. Bliss had 
been aware of the extraordinary corruptions under which 
the text of Lucasta hil)oured, he would have had less hesita- 
tion in adopting hir^h as the true reading. The ** Song to 
Althea," is a favourable s|)ecinien of the class of comjwsition 
to which it beloncrs; but I fear that it has been over-estimated. 

* Percy very uiuiecessarily altered likt committed Uunetx to 
linnet -like confined (Percy's litliqueH^ ii. 247; MoxonV ed. ) 
Ellis {SjKcimens of Eaily Euijlish Potts, ed. 1801, iii. 252) 
says that this latter reading is ** more intelligible.*' It is 
not, however, either M-hat Lovelace wrote, or what (it may 
Ikj presumed) he intended to M-rite, and nothing, it would 
seem, can Ikj clearer than the j>a«sage as it stands, committed 
signifying, in fact, nothing more than confined. It is fortu- 
nate for the lovers of early English literature that Bp. Percy 
had comimratively little to do with it. Emendation of a 
text is well enough ; but the wholesale and arbitrary 
slaughter of it is quite another matter. 
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The Bweetnea, mercy, ma^josty, 

And glories of my Kin^' 
When I shall voyce aloud, how good 

He is, how great should be, 
InUi^d winds, tJiat curie the flood, 

Know no such liljertj'. 



Stone walls doe not a prison make, 

Mindea innocent and quiet take 

That for au Ikcnuitngi' ; 
If I liavc frcedonip in my lovf. 

And in my soulc am fi't'c, 
Angels alone thnt sore alwuu 

Enjoy such lilwvty. 




I 
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SONNET. 

TO GBNERALL GORING,^ AFTER THE PACIFICATION 

AT BBRWICKE. 

A LA CHABOT.« 

I. 

Sow the peace is made at the foes rate,^ 
Whilst men of amies to kettles their old 
hclmes tmiislate, 
Aiid driiike in caskes of honourable plate* 




^ Particulars of this celebrated man, afterward created 
Earl of Norwich, may be found in Eachard's History, Rush- 
worth's Collections, Whitelocke's Memoirs, Collins* Peerage 
by Br^'dges, Pepys* Diary (i. 150, ed. 1858), and Peck's 
Dtstderata Curiosa, (ed, 1779, ii. 470). Whitelocke s))eaks 
very highly of his military character. In a ]x>em called 
The Gallants of the Times, printtnl in ** Wit Restored," 1658, 
there is the foUowin*^ IKissaj^e : — 

" A great burgandino for Will Murray's sake 
George Symonds, he vows the first course to take : 
When Strad/in'j a Cira'cian dog let fly, 
Who took the bear by the nose immediately ; 
To see them so forward Hugh Pollard did smile. 
Who had an old curr of Canary oyl, 
And held up his head that Ororge (Soring might see. 
Who then crye<l alou<l. To iwo , f'oys^ to meef" 

Sec, also. The Answtr :— 

** George^ Cienerall of (Iiiencfrieds, 

He is a joviall hid. 
Though his heart and fortunes disagree 

Oft times to make him sad." 

Consult Davenant's Works, 1073, p. 247, and Fragnienta AU' 
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In ev'ry hand [let] a cup l)e found, 
That from all hearts a health may sound 
To Gonng I to Gormj I see 't goe round. 

II. 

He whose glories shine so lirave and high, 
That captive they in triumpli leade each ejire and oye, 

Claiming uncomhated the victorie, 

And from the earth to hcav'n rc^hound, 

Fixt there eternall as this round : 

To Gorinij I to Gm-iivj ! see him crownM. 

III. 

To his lov<?ly l)rid(', in lov<* with scars, 
Wliose eyes wound deep** in peac*', as doth his sword 
\\\ wars ; 
They shortly must dcposo the Queen of Sttii*s : 
Her cheekcs the morning l>lushes give, 
And the henighted world repreeve ; 
To Ijf'iiit'o ! to Lt'ftii'*' ! let ln'r live. 



/tea, 1662, pp. 47, ."»4. Lord <iorinjj dietl Jan. 6, 166ri 
(Smyth's Obituary^ p. .')7 ; CanvltMi S<k*.). 

- A la Chahot was a French dauce tune, christened after 
the admiral of that name, in the same manner as a la liourftou^ 
mentioned elsewhere in Litasta, derive<l its title from 
another celehnite<l |»ersoii. Those who have any accjuaint- 
ance with the historv of eiirlv En<rlish music need not to Ih) 
informed that it was formerly the practice of our own com. 
posers to seek the jKitronage of the jrentlemen and ladies about 
the Court for their works, and to identify their names witli 
them. Thus we have **My Lady Carey's Dumjie," &c. &c. 
•J Expense. 
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IV. 

Give me scorching lieat, thy heat, dry Suu, 
That to this payre I may drinke off an ocean : 
Yet leave my grateful thirst unquensht, undone ; 
^ Or a full bowle of heav'nly wine, 
t In which dissolved stars should shine, 
To the couple ! to the couple ! tli' are divine. 



SIR THOMAS WORTLEY'8 SO^'NET 

ANSWERED. 

rXHE SONNET. 

r. 

^S^ more 

Thou little winged archer, now no more 

As heretofore, 
Thou maist pretend within my hreast to hide, 
No mor»', 
Since cnicll Death of dearest Lt/iKfat/nn'ti 

Hath me deprivM, 
I l»id adieu to h)ve, and all tln' world hesidc 



li. 

(.'to, go : 
Lay by thy quiver and unluind thy Imjw 

Poori' si Hie foe. 
Thou spend'st thy .shafts Imt at my lircast in vain, 

Since Death 
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My heart hath with a fatall icie deart 

Already slain, 
Thou canst not ever hope to warme her wound, 

Or wound it o're againe.] 




THE ANSWER. 

I. 

GAIXE, 

Thou witty crucU wanton, now againe, 

Through ev'ry veine, 
Hurle all your lightning, and strike ev'ry 
dart, 

Againe, 
Before I feele this pleasing, pleasing paine. 

I have no heart, 
Nor can I live l>ut sweetly niurdor'd with 

So (learo, so deare a smart, 

II. 

Tlu'ii Hye, 
And kindle all your toix'hes at lu'r eye, 

To nijikc nio djc 
Her martyr, and put on my roaho of tlamc : 

Sol, 
Advanced on mv blazing winjjs on hiirh. 

In death became 
Inthroan'd a staiTc, and ornament unto 

Her glorious, glorious name. 
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A GUILTLESSE LADY IMPRISONED : 

AFTER PENAXCED. 

SONG. 

SET BY 3IR. WILLIAM LAWES. \ 

L \ 

EARK, faire one, how what e're here is 

Doth laugh and sing at thy distresse ; 
Not out of liate to thy reliefe, 

But joy t* enjoy thee, tliough in grief e. 

H. 

See ! that which chaynes you, you chainc here ; 

The prison is thy prisoner ; 
How much thy jaylor's keeper art ! 

He bindcs your hands, but you liis heart. 

III. 
The gyves to rase so smooth a skin. 
Are so unto thonisclvos witliin ; 
\ But, hk'st to kisse so fayri' an arnn*, 
; Haste to 1m' liappy witli tliat harnic ; 

IV. 

And play almut tliy wanton wrist. 

As if in tlioin tliou so wert drest ; 
But if too rougli, too lianl tliey i)r(*ssc, 

Oil, thoy Imt clost^ly, rlosely kisse. 

V. 

And as thy Uire feet hlesse the way, 
The people doe not mock, but l)ray, 
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And call thee, as amasVi they run 
Instead of i^rostitute, a nun. 

VI. 

Tlie merry torch burnes with desire 

To kindle the eternall fire, 
And lightly daunces in thine eyes 

To tunes of epithalainies. 

VII. 

The sheet's ty'd ever to thy wast, 

How thankfuU to he so inihi-ac't ! 
And see ! thy very very bonds 

Arc lK)und to thee, to hinde sueli hands. 



TO HIS DKARE BROTHER COLOXEL F. L 

IMMODERATELY MOUKXIX(J MY BUOTHEKS ^ 
UNTIMELY DEATH AT CARMAKTHEX. 

i. 

F teares could wash the ill awav, 
A pearlo for each wet l»ead I'd pay ; 
But as dewM forne the fuller gi*owes, 
80 water'd eves hut swell our woes. 

u. 
One drop another cals, which still 
(Griefc adding fuell) doth distill : 
Too fniitfuU of her selfe is anguish, 
We need no cherishing to languish. 




* Thomas Lovehuie. See Mtmoir. 
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III. 
Coward fate degen'rate man 
like little children uses, when 
He whips us first, untill we weepe, 
Then, 'cause we still a weeping keepe. 

Then from thy firme selfe never swerve ; 
Teares fat the griefe that they should sterve ; 
Iron decrees of destinie 
Are ner'e wipe't out with a wet eye. 

v. 
But this \vay you may gaine the field, 
Oppose but sorrow, and 'twill yield ; 
One gallant tliorough-madc resolve 
Doth starry influence dissolve. 



TO A LADY 

THAT DESIRED ME I WOULD BEARE MY 
PART WITH HER IN A SONG. 

MADAM A, L.1 

HIS is tho priltiest motion : 
^ladam, th' alarums of a drumme 
That cals your loi\l, set to your cries. 
To mine are s;icr(Hl symphonies. 

• "Madani A. L.*' is not in MS. copy, **The Lady A. L." 
and **Madam A. L." may vi-ry pi-olMibly Ik; twodiflerent per- 
sons: forCarew in liis Pticnis je<lit. 1G5I, 8vo. p. 2) has a piece 
•*To A. L.; Persuasions to Love/' and it is {lossible that the 
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What, though *tis said I have a voice ; 
I know *tis but that hollow noise 
Which (as it through my i^ipe doth speed) 
Bitterns do carol through a reed ; 



A. L. of Carew, and the A. L. mentioned above, are identical. 
The following poem is printed in Durfey's PtUs to Purge 
Melancholy t v. 120, but whether it was written by Lovelace, 
and addressed to the same lady, whom he represents above 
as requesting him to join her in a song, or whether it] was 
the production of another pen, I cannot at all decide. It is 
not particularly unlike the style of the author of Lucasta. 
At all events, I am not aware that it has been appropriated 
by anybody else, and as I am reluctant to omit any piece 
which Lovelace is at all likely to have comjKjsed, I give 
these lines just as I find them in Durfey, where they are 
.set to music : — 

*' To his/airebt Valkntink Mrs, A. L. 

** Come, pretty birds, present your lays, 
And learn to chaunt a goddess praise ; 
Ye wood-nj-mphs, let your voices be 
Employed to serve her deity : 
And warble forth, ye virjrins nine. 
Some music to my Valentine. 

*' Her !>osom is love's i^radise, 
There is no heav'n but in lier eves ; 
She's chaster than the turtle-dove, 
And fairer than the ({ueen of love : 
Yet all iK?rfections do combine 
To beautifie mv Valentine. 

** She's Nature's choicest cabinet, 
Wliere lionour, !)eauty, M-orth and wit 
Are all unite<l in lier breast. 
The jrraces claim an interest : 
AH virtues that are most divine 
Shine clearest in my Valentine." 
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III the same key with monkeys jiggs, 

Or dirges of proscribed piggs, 

Or the soft Serenades a1)ove 

In calme of night, ^ wlien ^ cats make '• love. 

Was ever such a consort seen ! 
Fourscore and fourteen with fortecn ? 
Yet * sooner they*l agi*ee, one paire, 
Then we in our spring-winter aire ; 
They may imbrace, sigh, kiss, the rest : 
Our breath knows nought but east and west. 
Thus liave I heard to childrens cries 
Tlie faire nurse still such lullabies, 
Tliat, well all sayd (for what there lay), 
Tlie pleasure did the soitow pay. 

Sure ther's another way to save 
Your phansie,'* madam ; that's to have 
(Tis but a petitioning kinde fate) 
The organs sent to Dilingsgate, 
AVhere thoy to that soft murm'ring (juirf 
Shall teach *" you all you can admire I 



» "Sx^hts— Editor:* MS. ' WUevc-Ibid, =' })o—Ihvl. 

* There is here either an intcr|K>hition in the |)rinte<l copy, or 
an hiatus in the MS. The latter reatl.s : — 

**Vet may I 'mbrace, si;r|i, kisse, the rest/'&c, 
thus leavin^out a line and a half or upward of tiie iK}eni, as it 
is printed in LuroMfa. 

* MS. reiuU : — ** Youre plmnsie, niadam,'* 

omitting *' thatV to have." 

* Original and MS. have recuh. 
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Or do but heare, how love-bang Kate 
In pantry darke for freage of mate, 
With edge of Steele the square wood shapes, 
And Dido ^ to it chaunts or scrapes. 
The merry Phaeton oth' carre 
Youl vow makes a melodious jarre ; 
Sweeter and sweeter whisleth He 
To un-anointed - axel-tree ; 
Such swift notes he and 's wheels do run ; 
For me, I yeeld him Phsebus son. 
Say, faire Comandres, can it be 
You should ordaine a mutinie ? 



> This must refer, I supi)ose, to the ballad of Queen Dido, 
which the woman sings as she works. Tlie signification of 
lot^-baiig is not easily determined. Bang, in Suffolk, is a 
term applied to a i)articular kind of cheese ; but I suspect 
that ** love-bang Kate " merely signifies ** noisy Kate " liere. 
As to the old ballad of Dido, see Stafford Smith's Musica 
Antiqtia, i. 10, ii. 158 ; and Collier s Extracts from the 
Begiffters of the Stationer's' Company^ i. 08. I subjoin the 
first stanza of ** Dido " as printed in the Mxtnica Antigua : — 
•* Dido M'as the Carthac^e Queene, 

And lov'd the Troian knight, 

That wandring many coasts had scene, 

And many a dreadful] fijrht. 

As they a-hunting road, a show'r 

Drove tliem in a loving bower, 

Down to a darksome cave : 

Where ^^'in.-uas with his charmcs 

Lock't Queene Dido in his armcs 

And had what he would have." 
A somewhat different version is given in Durfey'a Pifltt to 
Purge Mdanchofy, vi. 192-3. 
^ An unanoynted — MS. 

K 
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For where I howle, all accents fall, 
As longs harangues, to one and alL^ 

Ulisses art is now withstood : ^ 
You ravish both with sweet and good ; 
Saint Syren, sing, for I dare heare. 
But when I ope', oh, stop your eare. 

Far lesse be't semulation 
To passe me, or in trill or ^ tone, 
Like the thin throat of Philomel, 
And the * smart lute who should excell, 
As if her soft cords should begin. 
And strive for sweetnes with the pin.^ 

Yet can I musick too ; but such 
As is l)eyond all voice or ^ touch ; 
^fy minde can in faire order chime, 
AVhilst my true heart still beats the time ; 
My soule['s] so full of harmonic, 
That it with all parts can agi-ee ; 
If you winde up to the highest frot,^ 
It shall descend an eight from it, 
And when you shall vouchsafe to fall, 
Sixtcene al)ovc you it shall call. 



* This and the three precechng lines are not in MS. 

' Alluding of course to the very familiar legend of Ulysses 
nr.d the Syrens. 

^ A quaver (a well-known musical expression). 

* A — MS. * A musical i)eg. 
« .4nrf— MS. 

^ A piece of wire attached to the finger-board of a guitar. 
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And yet, so dis-asscnting one, 
They both shall meet in^ unison. 

Come then, l)right cherubin, begin ! 
!My loudest musick is within. 
Take all notes with your skillfull eyes ; 
Hearke, if mine do not sympathise 1 
Sound all my thoughts, and see exprest 
The tablature ^ of my large brest ; 
Then you*l admit, that I too can 
^lusick above dead sounds of man ; 
Sucli as alone doth blesse the spheres. 
Not to ]>e reacht with humane eares. 




VALIANT LOVE. 

I. 

jOW fie upon that everlasting life ! I dye ! 
She hates ! Ah me ! It makes me mad ; 
As if love fir*d his torch at a moist eye, 
Or with his joyes e're crown'd the sad. 
Oh, let me live and shout, wlien I fall on ; 
Let me ev'n triumph in the fii-st attempt ! 
lA»ves duellist from concjuest *s not exempt, 
AVhen his fair murdresse shall not gain one groan. 
And he expire ev*n in ovation. 



^ Orijjinal and MS. read an, 

'^ The tablature of Lovelace's time was the a))plication of 
lettei-s, of tlie alphalxit or otherwise, to tlie purjiose of express- 
ing^ the sounds or notes of a comiK)sition. 
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II. 

Let me make my approach, when I lye dowiie 

With counter-wrought and travers eyes ; ^ 
With peals of confidence batter the towne ; 

Had ever beggar yet the keyes ? 
No, I will vary stormes with sun and windo ; 

Be rough, and offer calmc condition ; 

March in and pread,^ or stai've the garrison. 
Let her make sallies hourely : yet lie fmd 
(Though all beat of) shee's to be undermin'd. 

III. 

Then may it please your little excellence 
Of hearts t' ordaine, by sound of lips, 

That henceforth none in tears dare love comencc 
(Her thoughts ith' full, his, in th' eclipse) ; 

On paine of having 's launce broke on her 1h3(1, 
That he be branded all free l)eauties* slave. 
And his own hollow eyes be domb*d his grave : 

Since in your hoast that cowaixl nerc was fed, 

MTio to his prostrate ere was pmstrated. 



* This seems to be a phnise borrowed b}* the poet from hi» 
military vocabuhiry. He wislies to express that lie had 
fortified his eyes to resist the glances of his fair opix>nent. 

'^ Original reads most unintelligibly and absurdly March in 
{and ptxti/\l) oVy &c. To pread is to piilatje. 
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LA BELLA BONA ROBA.^ 

TO MY LADY H. 
ODE. 
I. 

ELL me, ye subtill judges in loves treasury, 
Inform me, which hath most inricht mine eye, 
This diamonds greatnes, or its clarity 1 

II. 
Ye cloudy spark lights, whose vast multitude 
Of fires are harder to be found then view'd, 
Waite on this star in her fii-st magnitude. 

ill. 
Cahnely or roughly ! Ah, she shines too much ; 
Tliat now I lye (her influence is such), 
Chrusht with too strong a hand, or soft a touch. 

IV. 

Lovci*s, beware ! a certainc, dou])le harme 

Waits your proud hopes, her looks al-killing charm 

Guarded by her as true victorious armc. 

v. 

Thus witli her eyes brave Tamyris si>ake dread, 
AVliich when the kings dull breast not entered, 
Finding she could not looke, she strook him dead. 

' This word, tlioii^li jrerierally usckI in ii !>ad sense by early 
writci*!j, does not seem to bear in the present case any otiensive 
meaning. The late editors of Xares quote a passage from one 
of Cowley's Ensays, in which that writer seems to imply by the 
tenn merely a fine woman. 



134 POEMS. 




I. 

CANNOT tell, who loves the skeleton 

Of a poor marmoset; nought but boan, l>oan ; 

Give me a nakcdnessc, with her cloath's on. 



II. 

Such, whose white-sattin upper coat of skin, 
Cut upon velvet rich incarnadin,^ 
Has yet a body (and of flesh) within. 

III. 
Sure, it is meant good husbandry - in men, 
Who do incorporate with aiiry leane, 
T* repair their sides, and get their ribb agen. 

IV. 

Haixl hap unto that huntsman, that decrees 
Fat joys for all his swet, when as ho sees, 
After his *say,-* nought but his keei)ers fees. 

v. 
Tlien, Love, I Ixjg, when next thou tak'st thy buw, 
Thy angry shaft.s, and dost lieart-chasing go. 
Passe ratirall tharej strike me the largest <l<>e.* 



' I. f. Curiiutioii hiU', a sj^tcit^ of red. As an ju«jtctive, 
the word m i>cculiarly rare. 

* Manatreineiit or ecrn<;inv. •' i.<. Es^av. 

*A roMcaf titer was formerly a well-know n term amonj: sporta- 
men, sipnifyin*? a lean bea.*<t, not worth pursuit. Thus in A C, 
Mtry 7W^/i (15*2*)), No. *J:I, we find: — '*[theyj aiioynted thys 
Wclchman to stand still, and forUide him in any wysc to shote 
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A LA BOURBOX. 

DONE MOY PLUS DE PITIE OU^ PLUS DE CREAULTE, CAR 
SANS CI IE NE PUIS PAS VIURE, NE MORIR. 

I. 

lYIXE Destroyer, pitty me no more, 

Or else more pitty me ; - 
Give me more love, ah, quickly give me more, ^ 
Or else more cruel t}' ! 
For left thus as I am, 
^I}' heart is ice an«l flame ; 
And languishing thus, I 
Can neither live nor tlye ! 

IL 

Your glories are eclipst, and hidden in the grave 
Of this indilierency ; 




at no rascal dere, hut to make r*uro of tlie greato male, and 
spare not/* In the new edition of Xares, other and more 
recent examples of tlie employ ineiit of the tcnn are given. 
IJut in the Hook- of Saint Alhan^^ l4StX, Unseal is used in the 
signiHcation merely of a Ijcast other tliaii one of **enchace." 
** And where that ye come in phiyne or in phice, 
I shall you tell whyche l>en hestys of eucliace. 
One of them is the huckc : a nother is the doo : 
The foxe an<l the uiarteron : and the wvlde roo. 
And ye shall, my dere ehyldc, other !>esty8 all, 
Where so ye theym iinde, Rascall ye shall them call." 
* Original reads an, 

'•* In his i3oem entitled ** Mediocrity in Love rejected," 
Carew has a similar sentiment : — 
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And, Cselia, you can neither altars have, 
Xor I, a Diety : 

They are aspects divine, 

That still or smile, or shine. 
Or, like tli' offended sky, 
Frowne death immediately. 

THE FAIRE BEGGER. 

OMAA^DING asker, if it be 

Pity that you faine would have. 
Then I turne begger unto thee, 

And aske the thing that thou dost crave. 
I will suffice thy hungry need, 
So thou wilt but my fancy feed. 

II. 
In all ill yea res, was ^ ever knowne 
On so mucli beauty such a dearth ? 

•* Give me more Love, or more Disdain, 
The Torrid, or the Frozen Zone, 
Bring e<[uall ease unto my paine ; 
The Temperate affords me none : 
Either extreme, of Love, or Hate, 
Is sweeter tlian a culme estate." 

Carkw's J'oems, ed. 1651, p. 14. 
And so also Stanle}' {Ayrc» and JJialogneH,set by J. (iamble, 
1656, p. 20) :— 

** So much of absence and delay, 
That thus atiiicts my memorie. 
Why dost thou kill me every day, 
Yet will not give me leave to die?" 
Original reads tca'«t. 
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Which, in that thrice-bequeathed gownc, 

Lookes like the Sun cclipst with Elarth, 
Like gold in canvas, or with dirt 
Unsoyled Ermins close begirt. 

in. 
Yet happy he, that can ))ut tast 

This whiter skin, who thirsty is ! 
Fooles dote on sattin ^ motions lac*d : 

The gods go naked in their blissc. 
At 2 th' barren's head there shines the vine, 
There only rcHshes the wine. 

IV. 

There quench my heat, and thou shalt sup 
Worthy tlie lips that it must touch, 

Nectar fi*oni out tlie starry cup : 
I beg thy breath not halfe so much. 

So lx)th our wants supi>liod shall be, 

You'l give for love, I, charity. 

V. 

Cheape then are pearle-imbroderies. 
That not adorne, but cloud ^ thy wast ; 

Thou shalt be cloath'd above all i)ri.se. 
If thou wilt ])romise me imbrac't.^ 

' Satin seems to have been inu(!h in vojjue about this time as 
A material for female dress. 

** Their ^Uhv sprinj^s from .«attin, 
Their vanitv from feather." 
A description of woman in Witn Interpreter^ 1C62, p. 115. 
^ Original has ami. . * Ori^^inal reads cloudti, 

* i.e. to he embrace<l. 



— S3 
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Wco'l raiiRack neither chest nor shelfe : 
111 cover tliee with mine owiie selfe. 

VI. 

Ihit, cniol, if thou dost deny 
TliiH neccHHiiry ahnes to uie, 

Wlmt w)ft-«ourd man but with his eye 
And liand will hence be shut to theel 

Hin<'(» all nnist judge you more unkinde : 

I Htarvci your body, you, my mindc. 



(A l)IAL()(UJK IJKTWIXT COKDAXUS AND 
AMOHKT, OX A LOST HEART. 

ISTRKSSKD j)ilgiiiii, whose dark clouded 
cyrs 

SjMMk llicf a martyr to love's eruelties, 
Wliitlicr awjiy '\ 

AVliat pityinj^ voice I hear, 
('alU l»;irk my llyinj^' stcj»s ? 

Pr'ythee, draw near. 
Anmr. 1 ^llall but say, kind swain, what doth become 
Of a Inst heart, vw. to Kiysium 
1 1 wonmled walks I 

First, it does freely Hye 
Into the pleasures of a lover's eye; 
Ihit, onc(; eondemn'd to scorn, it fetter'd lie, 
An ever-bowing' skive to tyrannies. 




6V//V/. 
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Amor, I pity its sad fate, since its offence 

Was but for love. Can ^ tears recall it thence ? 
Cord, O no, such tears, as do for pity call, 

She proudly scorns, and glories at their fall. 
Amor, Since neither sighs nor tears, kind shepherd, tell. 

Will not a kiss prevail ? 
Corel. Thou niay*st as well 

Court Eccho with a kiss. 
Amor. Can no art move 

A sacred violence to make her love ? 
Cord, no ! *tis only Destiny or- Fate 

Fashions our wills either to love or hate. 
Amor, Then, captive heart, since that no humane spell 

Hath power to gmsi)e thee his, farewell. 
Cord,^ Farewell. 

Cho, Lost hearts, like lambs drove from their folils 
by fears, 

May back roturn by chance, but not^ I)}' tears.]' 



* So Cot;;niv«\ I^iwis. an«l aftci him Sinn;t*r, n*:ul cau't. 

^ So Cotjrnivc. I-jiwcs and Siiij^tT read an^l. 

^ Omittwl l>v I-awfs aii<l Siii'^cr ; 1 fi)lh)\v Cotsrravf. 

■* So Cotj^rave. La wis print •.•«1 ii''n\ 

^ This is tak«;n I'mni A tftx (tuil J tiuitujiu s for Ot* ■> Tiro^dud 
ThrtK Voi/rts. By Hfisiy I.awc^, l(5o.*i-.')S, where it i.s POt to 
nui.*>ic for two trehlt-.- i»v II. !- It was uoi incltide<l in tho 
posthumous cnlh/ct i«»n «.f Lov».]a<*«.''s |m cms. This<h'alojrue is 
also foun<l in IIV/x hitttf.itj*,-, l'\ .1. Cot«:ravc, ltt)2, Svo, |)aj?e 
203 jHrst jirintt*<l in ItlV*), aii«l a few improved readings hit ve 
been adi>pte<l from that uxt. 
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COM^IEXDATORY AND OTHER VERSES, 
PREFIXED TO VARIOUS PUBLICATIONS 
BETWEEN 1638 AND 1647. 




AN ELEGIE. 

PRIXCESSE KATHERINE^ BORNE, CHRISTENED, 
BURIED, IX OXE DAY. 

|0U, that can haply^mixe your joy es with cries, 
And weave white los with black Elegies, 
Can caroll out a dirge, and in one breath 
Sing to the tune either of life, or death ; 
You, tliat can weei>e the gladncsse of the spheres. 
And i)en a hymne, in stead of inke, with teares ; 
Here, here your unproportionM wit let fall. 
To celebrate this ncw-lx)rne funerall, 
And grcetc that little gi*eatnesse, which from th* wombe 
Dropt lx)tli a load to th' cradle and the tombe. 

* All historical and penealo;rioal works are deficient in 
minute infonnation relative to tlie family of Cliarles I. Even 
in Anderson's Uoyal Oeuealof/its, 17IVJ, and in the folio 
cKlitions of Kapin and Tindal, these details are overlooked. 
At iMijre 36 of his iHi^ctndantH of the SfiiartM^ 1858, Mr. 
Townend observes that two of the chihiren of Charles I. died 
in infancy, and of these the IVincesse Katlierine, commemo- 
rated hy I»v<-hire, was |ieriiaps one. The present verses 
were oripinally printed in Musarum Oxouuntfinm Chariattria, 
Oxon. 163S, 4to, from wiiicli a few l>etter rexidings liave 
heen obtained. With tlie exceptions mentioned in the notes, 
the variations of the earlier text from that found here are 
merely literal. 

' This reading; from Charixftria, 1C38, seems preferable to 
aptft/t as it stands in the Lvcasfa. 



POEMS. 141 

Bright soule ! teach us, to warble with what feet 
Thy swathing linnen and thy winding sheet, 
Weepe,^ or shout forth that fonts solcmnitie, 
Which at once christnM and buried ^ thee, 
And change our sliriller passions with that sound, 
First told thee into th* ayre, then to ^ the ground. 

Ah, wert thou lx)rne for this ? only to call 
The King and Queen guests to your buriall ! 
To bid good night, your day not yet begun. 
And shew ^ a setting, ere a rising sun ! 

Or wouldst thou have thy life a niartyi-dom ? 
Dye in the act of thy religion, 
Fit, excellently, innocently good, 
First sealing it with water, then thy blood ? 
As when on blazing wings a blest man sores, 
And having past to God through fiery dores, 
Straight 's roabM with flames, when the same element, 
Which was his shame, proves now his ornament; 
Oh, liow he hast'ned death, burn't to be frycd,'* 
Kiird twice with each delay, till deified. 

* So the Charisteria. The reading in Lucasta is moxmu. 

* In Lticatita tlie reudingf is buried^ and christened, 

•' This word is omitted in the Lurcusta ; it is here supplied 
from the Chariffteria, 

* Lucanta reads showed. ShcVy as printed in Chansferia, is 
clearlv the true word. 

* I.e. freed. Free nnd freed were sometimes formerly prc- 
nouncc<l like fry and frt/cd : for Lord North, in his Forest of 
Varieties f 1645, lias these lines — 

"Birds that lonj^ have liveil free, 
Caught and cag'd, but pine and die." 
Here evidently /ree is intended to rhyme with die. 
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So SAvift hath been thy race, so full of flight, 
Like him condemned, ev'n aged ^vith a nighty 
Cutting all lets with clouds, as if th' hadst been 
Like angels plum'd, and borne a Chcrubin. 

Or, in your journey towards heav'n, say, 
Tooke you the world a little in your way 1 
Saw'st and dislik'st its vaine pompe, then didst flye 
Up for eternall glories to the skye ? 
Like a religious ambitious one, 
Aspiredst for the everlasting crowne 1 

Ah ! holy traytour to your brother prince, 
Rob'd of his birth-right and 2)rehcminence ! 
Could you ascend yon* chaire of state e're him. 
And snatch from th* lieire the starry diadem ? 
Making your honours now as much uneven, 
As gods on earth arc lesse then saints in heav'n. 

Triumph ! sing triumphs, then ! Oh, put on all 
Your richest lookes, drest for this festivall ! 
Thoughts full of mvisht reverence, witli eyes 
So fixt, as when a saint wo canonize ; 
Clap wings with Serapliins before the throne 
At this eternall coronation, 

And teach your soulos new mirth, such as may be 
Worthy this birth-day to divinity. 

But ah ! these blast your feasts, the jubilies 
AVe send you up are sad, as were our cries. 
And of true joy we can expresse no more 
Thus crown'd, then when we buried thee before. 

Princesse in heaven, forgivenes ! whilst we 
Kesigne our oflice to the Hierarchy. 
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CLITOPHON AND LUCIPPE TRANSLATED.^ 

TO THE LADIES. 

RAY, ladies, breath, awhile lay by 
Cselestial Sydney's Arcaihj ;'^ 
Hcere's a story that dotli claime 
A little resi)ite from his flame : 




* Achillis Tatii Alexandrini De Lucippes et ClitophontU Amo- 
ribwi Lihri Octo, The ti-anslation of this celebrated work, 
to which Lovelace contributed the commendatory verses 
here republished, was executed by his friend Anthony 
Hodges, A.M., of New CoUecre, Oxford, and was printed at 
Oxford in 1638, 8vo. There had been already a translation 
hy W. Burton, purporting to Ije done from the Greek, in 
l.>97, 4to. The text of 1649 and that of 1638 exhibit so 
many variations, that the reader may he glad to have 
t!ie opix)rtunity of comparison : — 

** To the Ladies, 
** Fair ones, breathe : a while lay by 
Blessed Sidney's Arcatly: 
Here's a storv that will make 
You not rei>ent Aim to fonuike ; 
And with your dissolving looke 
Vntie the contents of this booke ; 
To which nought (except your sight) 
Can give a worthie epithite. 
'Tis an abstract of all volumes, 
A pillaster of all columnes 
Fancic e're rcar'd to wit, to be 
Little Lovt^H epitome. 
And com|Mictedly cxprcsse 
All lovers happy wretchedncsse. 

** Brave Pameld'a majestie 
And her sweet sister's modestie 
Are fixt in each of you, 3'ou are 
Alone, what these together were • 
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Then with a quick dissolving looke 
Unfold the smoothnes of this book. 



Divinest, that are really 
What Caridea's feign'd to be ; 
That are every one, the Nine ; 
And on earth Astrseas shine ; 
Be our Leueipptt and remaine 
In fur, all these o*re againe. 

** Wonder ! Noble Clitophon 
Me thinkes lookes somewhat colder on 
His beauteous mistresse, and she too 
Smiles not as she us'd to doe. 
See ! the individuall payre 
Are at oddes and parted are ; 
Quarrel, emulate, and stand 
At strife, who first shall kisse your hand. 

** A now warre eVe while arose 
*Twixt the Gretken and Latines, whose 
Temples should be bound witli glory 
In best languagincr this story : 
You, that with one lovely smile 
A ten-3'eares warre can reconcile ; 
Peacefull Hellens awfull see 
The jarring languages agree, 
And here all amies laid by, they doe 
Meet in English to coui-t you." 

Rich. Lovelace, Ma: Ar: A: Glou: Eq : Aur: 

Fil : Nat : Max. 

See Halliwell's Dictionary of Old PlayR, 1860, art. Clytopho)i, 
2 There can Ijc no doubt that Sidney's Arcadia was for- 
merly as jKjpular in its way among the readers of both sexes 
as Sir Richanl Baker's ChronicU appears to have been. The 
former was esi>ecially recomniendod to those who souglit 
occasional relaxation from severer studies. See Higford's 
Jfuiitutionsy 165S, 8vo, p. 46-7. In his poem of The Surjyriit, 
Cotton describes his nymph as reading the Arcadia on the 
bank of a river — 
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To which no art (except your sight) 
Can reach a worthy epithite ; 
Tis an abstract of all volumes, 
A pillaster of all cohunncs 
Fancy e*re rearM to wit, to be 
The smallest gods epitome, 
And so compactedly (^xpresse 
All lovers pleasing wretchedues. 

Gallant l^aniela's ^ majesty 
And her sweet sistei*s nuidesty 
Are fixt in each of you ; you are, 
Distinct, what these together were ; 
Divinest, that are really 
What Cariclea's - feiguM tt» be ; 
That are ev'rv one the Kine, 
And brighter here Astreas shine ; 
View our Lucippe, an<l remaine 
In her, these beauties oVe ag;iin6. 

Amazement ! Xoble Clitojihon 
Ev'n now Icnikt somewhat colder on 

** The happy otfjtct of her eye 
Was Sidney H liviiiir Arauft/ : 
Whose amorous tah* had :<«» lietraiM 
Desire in tliis all-lovelv maid ; 
That, whilst \wv rhe«'k a hhish <Ud warm, 
1 ie:id Lot'fi stoiy in her form." 

Po- m-H OH Strt rut OreuHions. \^y Charles 
('ott«»n, Ks4|. Ix>nd. I(»S9, 8vo, p. 39*2. 
* The Pamela of Svdiujv s Arcadia 

2 The allusion is to the celehrate<l story of Thtagtnti* and 
CharicUa, whicli was i>opular in this country at an early 
period. A ihama on the ^ulijcrt was |»erformcd before 
Court in 1574. 

L 
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His cooler mistresse, and she too 

Smil'd not as she us'd to do. 

See ! the individuall payre 

Are at sad oddes, and parted are ; 

They quarrel!, {emulate, and stand 

At strife, who first shal kisse your hand. 

A new dispute there lately rose 
Betwixt the Greekes and Latines, whose 
Temples should be lx)und with glory, 
In best languaging this story ; ^ 

Yee heyres of love, that with one smile 
A ten-yeeres war can reconcile ; 

Peacefull Hellcns ! Yertuous ! See : 

The jarring languages agree ! 

And here, all armes layd by, they doe 

In English meet to wayt on you. 

TO MY TRUELY VALIANT, LEARNED FRIEND ; 

WHO IN HIS BOOKE « RESOLV'D THE ART 

GLADIATORY INTO THE MATHEMATICKS. 

I. 
EARKE, reader ! wilt be learned ith' warres ? 
A gen*i*all in a gowne ? 
Strike a league with arts and scarres. 
And snatch from each a crowne ? 



1 Lovelace refers, it may be 'presumed, to an edition of 
AchUies Tatius, in which tlie Greek text was printed with a 
I^tin translation. 

« •* PalloB Arniata. Tlie Gentlemen's Armorie. Wherein 
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II. 
Wouldst be a wonder 1 Such a one, 

As should win with a looke 1 
A bishop in a garison, 

And conquer by the booke ? 

HI. 
Take then this mathematick shield, 

And henceforth by its rules 
Be able to dispute ith' field, 

And conibate in the schooles. 



jbhe right and genuine use of the Rapier and of the Sword, as 
M'ell against the right handed as against the left handed rnan 
* is displayed.' [By G. A.] London, 1639, 8vo. With several 
.illustrative woodcuts." The lines, as originally* prinU-d in 
Pallas -4rma/a, vary from those subset^uently admitted into 
JjUcoHta. They are as follow : — 

TO THE READER. 

llarke, reader, wouhl'st Ikj learnM ith' warres, 

A captaine in a powne ? 
Strike a league with bookcs and starrcs, 

And weave of both the crowne? 
Would'st \ie a wonder 1 Such a one 

As would witine with a looke ? 
A schoUar in a garrison ? 

And comjuer by the booke ? 

Take then this mathematick i<}iield, 

And henceforth by its rules, 
Be able to dispute itir field, 

And combate in the schoolcs. 

Whil'st fieacefull learning once agen 

And th* souldier <lo Concorde, 
As tluit he fights now with her i)enne, 

And she writes with his sword. 

Rich. Lovelace, A, Glouctn. Ozon. 
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IV. 

Whilst i>caceful learnin*,' unee af^nino 
And the souldier so concord, 

As that he fights now with her i>onno, 
And she MTites with his sword. 




TO FLETCHER REVIV^J).^ 

rOW have I bin itjligioiis ? what strange. giKnl 
Has scap*t nic, that 1 never underetood ? 
Have I liel-guaixlcd Hneresie oVthrowne ? 
Heald wounded states ? made kings and 
kingdoms one ? 
That Fate should l)e so merciful to me, 
To let me live t* have said I have read thee. 

Faire star, nscend I the joy I tlic life I the light 
Of this tempestuous age, this darke worhls sight ! 
Oh, from thy crowne of glory dart one flann; 
^lay strike a Siured reverence, wliilcst thy name 
(Like holy llamens to their god of day) 
"We lM)wing, sing : and whilst we praise, wt* pray. 

Bright spirit I whose a*ternal motion 
Of wit, like Time, stil in it s(»lfc did run. 



^ Fletclier tlic dniiimtist ffll a victim totlit* plague of MVlk*. 
See Aubrey's Lirtx^ vol. *2, |Mirt i. p. .S')2. The verses here n* 
jmblisheil were originally pretixe*! to the first collected 
edition of Bcauinont and Fleteher's TrwjfdifH and ComediiH, 
1G47, folio. It is scarcely necessiiry to reniiiid the readci 
that Lovelace was only a chiM w hen Fletcher died. 
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Binding all others in it, and did give 
Commission, how far this or that shal live ; 
Like Desiimj of poems who, iis she 
Signes death to all, her stdfe can never dye. 

And now thy i)ur[)le-robed Trsegedy,^ 
In her imhroiderM buskins, cals mine eye. 
Where the brave -l^tius we see betmy'd, 
T' obey his death, whom thousand lives obey'd ; 
Whilst that the mighty f«)ole his scejiter breakes, 
And througli his gen'rals wounds his owndoome speakes, 
Weaving thus richly Vahniinian, 
The costliest monarch with the cheapest man. 

Soiddiers mav here to their old jjlories adde, 
The Lnar love, and be witli reason mad : - 
^"ot, as of old, Alcides furious,'* 
Who wilder tlien his bull did teare the house 
(Hurling his language witli tlie canvas stone) : 
Twas thouglit the monster rorM the sobVer tone. 

Dut all I when thou thy sorrow didst inspire 
With passions, blacke as is her darke attire. 



' Valtnfiniany a Traijnty, First printtHl in the folio of 1647. 

- The, Mad Loccr, Also lirf«t printed in the folio of 1647. 

' An allusion to the htrcuieH FurtUH of Euripides. Lovelace 
had, no douht, !«ome tincture of (ireek scholai'ship (See 
WiKxPs Ath. Ox\ ii. 460) : but as to the extent of his awjuire- 
inents in this direction, it is hanl to si^eak with confidence. 
Among the books of Mr. Thonuis Jolley, dis|>ersed in 18o3, 
was a copy of Clenardus IimtitutiontH Grtfiut^ Linywfj hugd, 
I^atav. 1626, 8vo., on the title of which was ** Richard 
Lovelace, I6:J0, March 5,*' supposed to be the autograph of 
the [XHit when a schoolboy. 
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Virgins as sufferers have wept to see 

So white a soule, so red a crueltie ; 

That thou hast griev'd, and with unthought redresse 

Dri'd their wet eyes wlio now thy mercy blesse ; 

Yet, loth to lose thy watry Jewell, when 

Joy wip't it off, laughter straight sprung't agen, 

I^ow ruddy cheeked Mirth with rosie wings ^ 
Fans ev'ry brow with gladnesse, whilst she sing9> 
Delight to all, and the whole theatre 
A festivall in heaven doth appcare : 
Nothing but pleasure, love ; and (like the niome) 
Each face a general smiling doth adornc. 

Heare ye, foul speakers, that pronounce the aire 
Of stewes and shores,- I will informe you where 
And how to cloath aright your wanton wit, 
yrithout her nasty bawd attending it -^ 
View here a loose thought sayd with such a grace, 
Minerva miglit have si)oke in A'einis face ; 
So well disguis'd, that 'twas conceiv'd by none 
But Cupid had Diana's linuen on ; 
And all his naked parts so vail'd, th' expresse 
The shape witli clowding the unconilinessc ; 
That if this Kefomiation, which we 
Recciv'd, had not been buried with thee, 



* In the margin of the copy of 1647, against these lines i» 
written — ** Comtdkn : The Spanish Curate^ The Humorous 
Lieutevanty The Tamer Taniedy The Little French Laicytr,'* 

* Sewei's. 

' Tht Cuatomt of the Count re i/ — Marginal note in the copy 
of 1647. 
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The stage (as this worke) might have liv'd and lov'd 
Her lines, the austere Skarlet^ had appro v'd ; 
And th' actors wisely been from that offence 
As cleare, as they are now from audience.^ 

Thus with thy Genius did the sc^ne expire,* 
Wanting thy active and correcting fire, 
That now (to spread a darknesso over all) 
Nothing remaines but Poesie to fall : 
And though from these thy Embers we receive 
Some warmth, so much as may be said, we live ; 
That we dare praise thee blushlesse, in the head 
Of the best piece Hermes to Love ^ e're read ; 
That we rcjoycc and glory in thy wit. 
And feast each other with remembring it ; 
That we dare speak thy thought, thy acts recite : 
Yet all men henceforth be afraid to write. 



' Query, Xaud. 

■'* These lines refer to the prohibition published by the Par- 
liament against the perforniAnccof stn<re-playsan<l interludes. 
The first ordinance apiieared in 104*2, but that not being 
found effectual, a more strincrent measure was enacted in 
1647, directing, under the heaviest penalties, the total and 
immediate alxilition of theatrioal'i. 

* i'. «. The scenic drama. The orijrinni me^ming of srtn*: 
was a wooden stage for the reprcsenUition of plays, &c.,and 
it is here used therefore in its primitive sense. 

"* In the old mythology of tirecce, Cupid is the pupil of 
Mercury or Hermes ; or, in other words. Love is instructed 
by Etoquence and Wif, 
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THE DEDICATION. 



TO THE RIGHT HOjS'ORABLE JOHN 
LOVELACE, ESQUIRE I 




Sir, 

* 

UCASTA (fair, but hapless maid !) 
Once flourisht underneath the shade 
Of your ilhistrious !Mother ; now. 
An orphan grown, slie bows to you ! 
To you, lier vertues' noble heir ; 
Oh nia^' she find jirotcction theni ! 
Xor let her welcome be the less, 
'Cause a rough hand makes her address : 
One (to whom fnes the Muses are) 
Born and bred up in ru<^god war : 



* This gentleman was the eldest son of John, second Lord 
Lovelace of Hurley, co. Berks, by Anne, daughter of ThoiDcOs, 
Earl of Cleveland. The first jmrt of Lucanta was inscribed 
by the jKKJt himself to Lady L<.»velace, his mother. 
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For, conscious how unfit I am, 
I only have pronounc'd her name 
To waken pity in your brest, 
And leave her teal's to i)lead tlie rest. 

Sir, 

Your most ol>edient 

Servant and kinsman 

Dudley PosTnuMUS-Ix)VELACB. 
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TO LVCASTA. 



HER RESERVED LOOKS. 

UCASTA, frown, and let ma die, 
]>ut sjinile, and sec, 1 live ; 
The sad indifference of your cv<^ 
Ik)th kills and doth reprieve. 
You hide our fate within its screen ; 

We feel our judgment, ere we hear. 
So in one picture I have seen 
An angel here, the devil there. 




LUC ASIA LAUGH L\(;. 




KAKK, how she laughs aloud, 
Although the world put on its shrowtl 
AVej»t at hv the fanlastie crowd, 
AVho erv : one drop, let fall 
Fr«ini her, might save the universal Kdl. 
She laughs ag:nn 
At our ri<lieidous pain ; 
And at our merrv misery 
She laughs, until she cry. 
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Sages, forbear 
That ill-contrived tear, 

Although your fear 
Doth barricado hope from your soft ear. 
That which still makes her mirth to flow, 

Is our sinister-handed woe. 
Which downwards on its head doth go, 
And, ere that it is sown, doth grow. 
This makes her spleen contract. 
And her just pleasure feast : 
For the unjustest act 

Is still tlie pleasant'st jest 



1 




^'IGHT. 

TO LUCASTA. 

IGHT ! loatliod jaylor of the locked up sun, 
And tyiiuit-turnkey on committed day, 
Bright eyes lye fettered in thy dungeon, 
And Heaven it self dotli tliy dark wards 
ol)ey. 
Thou dost arise our living hell; 
AVith thee grones, terrors, furies dwell ; 
I'ntil Lura-^ia doth awake. 
And with her beams tliese heavy cliaines off shake. 

Behold ! with oi>eiiing her almighty lid. 
Bright eyes break rowliiig, and with lustre spread, 
And cajitive day his chariot mounted is ; 
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Night to her proper hell is beat, 

And screwed to her ebon seat ; 
Till th' Earth with play oppressed lies, 
And drawes again the curtains of her eyes. 

But, bondslave, I know neither day nor night ; 

Wliether she murtlxiing-sleep, or saving wake ; 
Now broyrd ith' zone of her reflected light, 
Then frose, my isicles, not sinews shake. 
Smile then, new Nature, your soft blast 
Doth melt our ice, and fires waste ; 
WhiFst tlie scorched shivering world new born 
Now feels it all the day one rising morn. 

LOVE IXTHRON'D. 
ODE. 

I. 

NTR(JTII, I do my self perswade, 
That the wilde bo\' is grown a man, 
And all his childishncsse off laid, . 
E're since Lnrcuffa did his fires fan; 
ir has left his apish jigs. 
And whipping hearts like gigs : 
For t* other day I heard him swear. 
That Ijeauty should Ik; ci-own'd in honours cliair. 

II. 
With what a true and heavenly state 

He doth his glorious darts disjMjnce, 
Now cleans'd from falsehood, blood and liate, 

And newly tipt with innocence ! 




r '-_v.' 
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Love Justice is become, 
And doth the cruel doonie ; 
Reversed is the old decree ; 
Behold ! he sits inthrou'd \\tt\\ majestic. 

T[I. 

Inthroued in LHcw*ta!» eye, 

He doth our faith and hearts sur\'ey ; 
Then measures them hy sym^iathy, 
And each to th' others breast convey ; 
Wliilst to his altars now 
The frozen vestals lx»w, 
And strickt Diana too dotli gu 
A-hunting with liis fearM, exchanged bow. 

IV. 

Th' imbracing sc*as and ambient air 

Now in liis li<ily fires burn ; 
Fish couple, binls and Iniasts in pair 
Do their own sacrifices turn. 
This is a niinu-le, 
That might roligi(»n swell : 
But she, that tlies«' an 1 their gml awes, 
Her crowned self submits t«) her own laws. 

HKK MrFFK. 

I. 
AVAS not f<»r soni«' ralm blcs:<ing to deceive^ 
Tlmu didst thy poljshM hands in shaggM 
furs weave ; 
It weiv n«» bh'ssiiig thus nbtainM ; 
Thou rather wouUVst a curse have gaiuM, 
Then let thv warm driven snow 1k» ever stained. 
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II. 

Not that you feared the discolouring cold 
Might alchymize their silver into gold ; 
Nor could your ten white nuns so sin, 
That you should thus pennance them in, 
Each in her coarse hair smock of discipline. 

III. 

Nor, Hero-like who, on their crest still wore 

A lyon, panther, leopai-d, or a bore. 
To looke their enemies in their herse. 
Thou would'st thy hand should deeper i>iercc, 

And, in its softness rough, ajipear more fierce. 

IV. 

No, no, Lurasfa, destiny decreed, 

That beasts to tliee a sacrifice should bleed. 

And strip themselves to make you gjiy : 

For ne'r yet herald did display 
A coat, wliere mhh*< upon ermin lay. 

V. 

This for lay-lovers, tliat must stand at dore, 
Salute the threshold, and admire no more ; 

But 1, in my invention tougli, 

Kate not this outward bliss enough, 
But still contemplate must the hidden muil'e. 



M 
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A BLACK PATCH 1 ON LUCASTA'S FACK 

ULL as I was, to think that a court fly 
Presum'd so neer her eye ; 
When 'twas th* industrious bee 
Mistook her glorious face for paradise, 
To summe up all his chymistry of spice ; 
With a brave pride and honour led, 
Xeer both her suns he makes his bed, 
And, though a spark, struggles to rise as red. 




' The following is a poet's lecture to the ladies of his time 
on the long prevailing practice of wearing patches, in which 
it seems that Lucasta acquiesced : — 

BLACK PATCHES. 

Vanitas Vanitatnm, 

LADIES turn conjurers, and can impart 

The hidden mystery of the black art, 

Black artificial patches do betray ; 

They more affect the works of nit^ht than day. 

The creature strives the Creator to disgrace, 

By patching tliat which is a j)erfect face : 

A little stain upon the purest dye 

Is both offensive to the heart and eye. 

Defile not then with spots that face of snow, 

Whore tlie wise (»od His workmanship doth show, 

The light of nature and the light of grace 

Is the complexion for a Lidy's face. 

Flamma stnn Fnmo, by U. Watkyns, 1G62, p. 81. 

In a jKKjni entitled The IinrH.te. of Rfformation^ in praise of 
the New Exchange, printe<l in Wit Ihstortd^ 1(m8, jwitches 
are enumeratetl among the wares of all sorts to be procured 
there : — 

*' Heer patches are of every cut. 

For pimples and for scars." 
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Then semulates the gay 
Daughter of day ; 
Acts the romantick phoenix' fate, 
When now, with all his sweets lay*d out in state, 
Lucasta scatters but one heat. 
And all the aromatick pills do sweat, 
And gums calcined themselves to powder beat, 
AVhich a fresh gale of air 
Conveys into her hair ; 
Then chaft, he's set on fire, 
And in these holy flames doth glad expire ; 
And that black marble tablet there 

So neer her either sphere 
Was plac'd ; nor f oyl, nor ornament, 
But the sweet little l>ee*s large monument. 



ANOTHER. 

I. 
S I lM}held a winter's evening air, 
CurlM in her court-false-locks of living hair, 
Buttcr'd with jessamine the sun left there. 



They were alao used for rlieuni, as ap|)cars from a passage 
in Westtcard /lot, in07 : — 

** Judith. I am so trouMe<l with the rheum too. Mouse, 
what's good for it ? 

Honey, How often I have told you you niu.st get a jMitch." 
Webstkk's Works, cd. Hazlitt, i. 87. See Dlkfey*.s 
Pills to Pimjt Melanrholt/f v. 197. 
"Mrs. Pepys wore i>atches, and so did my Lady Sandwich 
and her daugliter."— Diary, 30 Aug. and 20 Oct. 16C0. 
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II. 

Galliaid and clinquant she appeared to give, 
A serenade or ball to us tliat grieve, 
And teach us a la mode more gently liva 

irr. 

But as a Moor, who to her cheeks prefers 
White spots, t' allure her black idolaters. 
Me thought she look'd all ore-bepatch'd with stars. 

IV. 

Like the dark front of some Ethiopian queen. 
Vailed all ore with gems of red, blew, green. 
Whose ugly night seemM maskctl \\it\\ days skreen. 

V. 

Whilst the fond people offerM sacrifice 
To saphyrs, 'stead of veins and arteries, 
And lK)w'd unto the diamonds, not her eyes. 

VI. 

Behold Lncasta!s face, huw't glows like noon 1 

A sun intire is her complexion, 

And forniM of one whole constellation. 

VI I. 

So gently shining, so sei-enc*, so cleer. 
Her look doth univei-sal Nature cheer ; 
Only a cloud or two hangs hero and thei*e. 
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TO LUCASTA. 




T. 

LAUGH «iiid sing, but cannot tell 
Whether the folly on't sounds well ; 

But then I groan, 
Rethinks, in tune ; 
Whilst grief, despair and fear dance to the air 

Of my despised prayer. 

II. 

A pretty antick love does this, 
Then strikes a galliard with a kiss ; 

As in the end 
Tlie chords they rend ; 
So you but with a touch from your fair hand 

Turn all to saraband. 



TO LUCASTA. 



J. 

IKK to the scnt'ncl stars, I watch all night ; 
For still the grand round of your light 
And glorious breast 
Awake' in me an east : 
Nor will my rolling eyes ere know a west. 




Original has an-nki'*. 



166 POEMS. 

11. 
Now on my down I'm toss'd as on a wave. 
And my repose is made my grave ; 

Fluttering I lye, 
Do beat my self and dye, 
But for a resurrection from your eye. 

III. 
Ah, my fair murdresse ! dost thou cruelly heal 
With various pains to make me well t 

Then let me be 
Thy cut anatomie, 
And in each mangled part my heart you*l see. 

LUCASTA AT THE BATH. 

I. 

* TH' autumn of a summer's day, 
When all the winds got leave to pla}-, 
Lurnsta^ tliat fair ship, is lanch'd. 
And from its crust this almond blanch'd. 

Tf. 

Blow then, unruly northwind, blow, 
Till in their lioMs your eyes you stow ; 
And swell your clieeks, hecpieath chill death ; 
See ! she hatli sniilM tliee out of breath. 

in. 
Court, gentle zei>hyr, court and fan 
Her softer breast's carnation wan ; 
Your charming rhetliorick of down 
Fives scatter'd from lx.»fore lier frown. 
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IV. 

Say, my white water-lilly, say, 
How is't those warm streams break away. 
Cut by thy chast cold breast, which dwells 
Amidst them armVl in isicles ? 

V. 

And the hot Hoods, more raging grown. 
In flames of thee then in their own, 
In their distempers wildly glow, 
And kisse thy pillar of HxM snow. 

VI. 

No sulphur, through whose each blew vein 
The thick and lazy currents strein. 
Can cure the smarting nor the fell 
Blistei's of love, wherewith they swell. 

VII. 

These gi-eat physicians of tlu; Wind, 
The lame, and fatal bhiin.s of Inde 
In every drop themselves now see 
Speckled with a new leprt>sit». 

VIII. 

As sick drinks are with old wini» dash'd. 
Foul watei*s too with spirits wash'd. 
Thou greiv'd, perchance, one tear let'st fall, 
Which straight did purilie them all. 

L\. 

And now is cleansM enough the Hootl, 
Which since runs cleare as doth thy blood ; 
Of the wet jx^arls uncrown thy hair, 
And mantle thee with ormin air. 
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X. 

Lucasta, hail ! fair couqueresse 

Of fire, air, earth and seas ! 

Thou whom all kneel to, yet even thou 

Wilt unto love, thy captive, bow. 



THE AXT.i 

I. 

iORBEAR, thou great goo<i husband, little 
ant; 
A little respite from thy flood of sweat ! 
Thou, thine own horse and cart under this 
plant. 
Thy spacious tent, fan thy prodigious heat ; 
Down with thy double load of that one grain ! 
It is a granarie for all thy train. 

* A writer in CtHsura Littraria, x. 29*2 (Hrstedit.) — the 
late E. V. Utterson, Esq. — liijfhly praises tliis little poem, 
and says that it is not unworthy of Cow|)er. I think it 
highly probable that the translation from Martial (lib. \\. 
Ep. 15), at the end of the present volume, was executed 
prior to the comiwsition of these lines ; and that the latter 
were suggested by the former. Comiwire the beautiful 
description of the ant in the J*rorerb.s of Solomon : — **Oo to 
the ant, thou slugpard ; consider her ways and he wise : 
which having no guide, overseer, or ruler, provideth her 
meat in the summer, and jrathereth her food in the 
harvest. — ProitrbSf vi. 6-8. 

In the poems of John Clevehind, 16G9, is a piece entitled 
**Fuscara, or the Bee Errant," which is of a somewhat 
similar character, and is by no means a contemptible 
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II. 
Cease, large example of wise thrift, awl die 

(For thy example is Ix^come our law), 
And teach thy frowns a seasonable smile : 

So Gate sometimes the nak'd Florals saw.^ 
And thou, almighty foe, lay by thy sting, 
Wliilst thy unpayVl musicians, erickets, sing. 

in. 
Lu('(u<fa, she that holy makes the day. 

And 'stills new life in fields of fueillemort,- 
Hath back restorVl their verdure Avith one my, 

And with her eye bid all to play and sjxjrt. 
Ant, to work still ! age will thee truant call ; 
And to save now, th'art worse*, than prodigal. 

IV. 

Austere and evniek I not one hour t' allow, 

To lose with pleasure, what thou gotst with pain ; 

]>ut drive on sacred festivals thy plow. 
Tearing' hij'h-wavs with thv ore-chari'e*! wain. 

Not all thy life-time one poor minutt; live. 

Ami thy oi-e-lalxiurM bulk with mirth relieve? 

profluetion, thoii;j:li s{ Milled by tliat htts nichymistica wliu:h 
<listigures so \w\\v\\ of the |)oetry of Clevelaiurs time. The 
abilities of (.'levelan<I as a writer seem to have been uiuler- 
rate<l liy |MWterity, in |»ro|M)i-tion to the un«lue praise 
lavi.shdl u|>on him by liis contem|Kiraries. 

' The Floralia, j^ames antiently eelebrate<I at Rome in 
honour of Flora. 

•^ Here used for r/ra// or faded v*ij*tation^ but strictly it 
means dead or fndtd hnf. Fih.mort is another form of tlie 
same word. 
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V. 

Look up then, miserable ant, and spie 
Thy fatal foes, for breaking of their ^ law, 

Hov'iing above thee : Madam Margaret Pie : 
And her fierce servant, meagre Sir John Date : 

Thy self and storehouse now they do store up. 

And thy whole harvest too within their crop. 

VI. 

Thus we unt[h]rifty thrive within earth's tomb 
For some more rav'nous and ambitious jaw : 

The grain in th' ant's, the ant'^ in the ]iie*s womb. 
The pie in th* hawk*s, the hawk ^ ith' eagle's maw. 

So scattering to hord *gainst a long da}-, 

Tliinking to save all, we cast all away. 




S(JXG. 

I. 

TRIVE not, vain lover, to Ix* fine ; 

Thy silk's the silk-wovni's, and not thine 
, i,^J54^ You lessen to a fly yimr niistriss* thought, 
To think it may l)e in a cobweb caught. 
What, though her thin transparent lawn 
Thy heart in a strong net hath drawn : 
Xot all the arms the god of fire ere made 
Can the soft bulwarks of nak'd love invade. 

^ Original hoM her. - Orij^innl reads ant^. 



•' Original reads hawks. 
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II. 

Be truly fine, then, and yourself dress 

In her fair soul's immac'late glass. 
Then by reflection you may have the bhss 
Perhaps to see what a true fineness is ; 

When all your gawdeiies will fit 

Those only that are poor in wit. 
She that a clinquant outside doth adore, 
Dotes on a gilded statue and no more. 




IX ALLUSION TO THK FRENCH SOXG. 



X', EN'TENDEZ VOL'S I'A.S CE LAN'GUAUE. 



HEX nnth'i'tifawl t/nu unt {/air choice) 
T/fif* fant/uafjf iriilnnit tnwuu' tn' voii^e? 

I. 

How often have mv teais 
Invaded your soft ears, 
And dmppM their sih'ut ehinu's 
A thousand thousand times? 
AVhilst eeho did vour t^vi's. 
And sweetly sympathize : 
I Jut that the warv lid 
Their sluees di<l foriiid. 

Cho. Thfu uwh'i'xtauif tjou nof {fair rJntirf) 
Thiff lawfiatj*' nitltout tnui/w or roirc ? 
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II. 
My arms did plead my wound, 
Each in the other bound ; 
Volleys of sighs did crowd, 
And ring my griefs alowd ; 
Grones, like a canon-ball, 
Batter'd the marble wall, 
That the kind neighboring grove 
Did mutiny for love. 

Cho. Then understand you not {fair choice) 
Til is language without tongue or voice ? 

III. 
The rheth'rick of my hand 
Woo'd you to understand ; 
Xay, in our silent walk 
^[y very feet would talk ; 
^fy knees were eloquent, 
And spake the love I meant ; 
liUt deaf unto that ayr, 
They, bent, would fall in prayer. 

Cho. Yd underxtaiid gou not (fair rhoice) 
T](i.< language /rifhout tongw or coire? 

IV. 

Xo ? Know, th<?n, I would melt 

On every limb I felt. 

And on each naked part 

Spread my expanded lieart, 

That not a vein of thee 

But should be fiH'd with mee. 
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"Wliilst ou thine own down, I 
Would tumble, i^ant, and dye. 

Cho. You understand not this {fair choice ) ; 

Tim lanfjiiar/e %cants hoth to7ir/ue and voice. 




COURAXTE 1 .AfOXSIEUR. 

HAT frown, Aniinta, now hath drown'd 
Thy bright front s pow'r, and crownM 
^le that was bound. 
Xo, no, deceived cruel, no I 

Lovers fiery darts*, 
Till tipt with kisses, never kindh^ hearts. 

Adieu, weak l>eauteous tyrant, see ! 
Th}* angry Hanics meant mc,*- 

Ketort on thee : 
For know, it is decreed, proud fair, 

I ne'r nmst dve 
l>y any scorching', bm a melting, eye. 



* Conraute was u favouiiic dunce and (laiicc-tunc. It ir 
still known under the sjinie name. 

- i.«. that meant me, wliieli was intendetl foi me. 
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A LOOSE SARABAND. 

1. 

AY, prethce, dear, dniw nigher, 
Yet closer, nigher yet ; 
Here is a double fire, 
A dry one and a wet. 
True lasting heavenly fuel 
Puts out the vestal jewel. 
When once we twining marry 
Mad love with wild canary. 

II. 
Off with that crowned Venice,^ 

'Till all the house doth flame, 
Wee'l quench it straight in Rhenish, 

Or what we must not name, 
^lilk lightning still a.s.swagolh ; 
So when our furv rag<»th, 
As th' only means to cross it, 
Woc'l drown it in love's ])<)ssct. 

III. 
Love novel* was wcll-willcr 

I'nto my nag or moo, 
\oV wjittrr'd US ith' collar, 

Hut tho cheap hutterv. 
At th' head of his own harrells, 
Whon^ hroacird are all his (luarrels, 



' <Jh. a crowned goblet of Venice glass. 
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Should a true noble master 
Still make his guest his taster. 

IV. 

See, all the world how't staggers, 

More ugly drunk then we, 
As if far gone in daggers 

And blood it seem'd to be. 
We drink our glass of roses, 
Which nought but sweets discloses : 
Then in our loyal chamber 
Refresh us with love's amber. 

V. 

Xow tell me, thou fair cripple. 

That dumb canst scarcely see 
Th' almightinesse of tipple. 

And th' ods 'twixt thee and thee, 
What of Elizium's missing, 
Still drinking and still kissing ; 
Adoring plump Octol)er ; 
Lord I what is man, and* sober? 

VI. 

Xow, is there such a triHo 

As lionour, the fools gyant. 
What is tliere left to riHc, 

When wine makes all parts plyant ? 
Let othfis glory follow, 
In thoir false riches wallow, 
And with their grief be merry : 
Leave me but love and shorrv. 

* I.e. if. 



: >-■ ^'- 
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THE FALCOX. 

AIR Princesse of the si^acious air, 
That hast vouclisafd acquaintance liere, 
With us are quartered l^elow stairs, 
That can reach lieav'n with nought but 
pray'rs ; 
Who, when our activ'st wings we tr}', 
Advance a foot into the sky. 

Bright heir t' th' bird imperial, 
From whose avenging penons fall 
Thunder and lightning twisted spun ! 
Brave cousin-german to tlie Sun ! 
That didst forsake; thy throne and sphere, 
To l)c an humble pris'ncr here ; 
And for a pireli of her soft IuukI, 
Resign the royal wjmmIs' eonimand. 

How often \V(»uhrst llu»u shoot heav'iis ark, 
Then mount thy self int<» a lark ; 
And afti-r our short faint eyes eall, 
When now a Hv, now nought at all ! 
Then stoop so swift unto iuir senre. 
As thou Wert sent int<*lli^i(en<M' ! 

Free beauteous slave, thy ha]>py ivy-X 
In silver fetters vervails • ni<*et, 
And tramph' on that noble wrist, 
The gods havr kncelM in vain t' have kist. 

* «.e. rervels. See HttlliwoHs* Dictionary of Archaic and 
^»'ovincicU Wordfi, art. rervci. 
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But gaze not, bold deceived spye, 
Too much otli' lustre of her eye ; 
The Sun thou dost out stare, alas ! 
Winks at the glory of her face. 

Be safe tlien in thy velvet helm, 
Her looks are calms that do orewhelm, 
Then the Ai-abian bird more blest, ^ 

Chafe in the s^Dicery of her breast. 
And loose you in her breath a wind 
Sow'rs the delicious gales of Inde. 

But now a quill from thine own wing 
I pluck, thy lofty fate to sing ; 
Whilst we behold the various fight 
With mingled pleasure and affright : 
The humbler hinds do fall to pray'r, 
As when an armv's seen i' th' air. 
And the ]nophetick si)annels run. 
And howle thy epicedium. 

The heron mounted doth appear 
On his own Peg'sus a laneecr, 
And seem?, on earth when he doth hut, 
A prui>er halberdier on foot ; 
Secure i' th' moure, alnnit to .sup, 
The dogs have beat his quarters up. 

And now he takes the open air, 
Drawes up hi.s wings with tactick care ; 
Whilst th* expert falcon swift tloth clinibe 
In subtle ma/.es seriKjntine ; 
And to advantage closely twiuM 
She gets the upper sky and wind, 

X 
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Where she dissembles to invade, 
And lies a portick ambuscade. 

The hedg'd-in heron, whom the foe 
Awaits above, and dogs below. 
In his fortification lies, 
And makes him ready for surprize ; 
When roused with a shrill alann. 
Was shouted from beneath : they arm. 

The falcon charges at first view 
Witli her brigade of talons, through 
Whose shoots, the wary heron l^eat 
With a well counterwheerd retreat 
But the bold gen'ral, never lost, 
Hatli won again her airy post ; • 
AVho, wild in this aflfront, now fryes, 
Then gives a volley of her eyes. 

The desp'rate heron now contracts 
In one design all former facts ; 
Xoblc, lie is resolv'd to fall, 
His and his cn'mies funcrall, 
And (to l3e rid of her) to dy, 
A publick martyr of the sky. 

When now he turns his last to wreak 
The palizadoes of his beak. 
The raging foe impatient, 
Wrack'd with revenge, and fury rent. 
Swift as the thunderbolt lie strikes 
Too sure upon the stand of pikes ; 
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There she his naked breast doth hit, 
And on the case of rapiers's split. 

But ev'n in her expiring pangs 
The heron's pounc'd within her phangs, 
And so above she stoops to rise, 
A trophee and a sacrifice ; 
Whilst her own bells in the sad fall 
Ring out the double funerall. 

Ah, victory, unhap'ly wonne ! 
Weeping and red is set the Sun ; 
Wliilst the whole field floats in one tear, 
And all the air doth mourning wear. 
Close-hooded all thy kindred come 
To pay their vows upon thy tombe ; 
The hobby ^ and the musket ^ too 
Do march to take their last adieu. 

The lanner" and the lanneret^ 
Thy coloui-s bear as banneret ; 



' A kind of falcon. It is the faico suhhufeo of Linnaeus. 
Lyly, in his Eiiphues (1579, fol. 28), makes Lucilla say — **No 
bircle can looke agains the Sunne, but Uiose that bee bredde 
of the ea^Ie, ncyther any liawke soare so hie as tlie broode 
of the'hobbie." 

**Then rouse thee, muse, each little hobby plies 
At scarabes and {lainted butterllies." 

WiriiKK'a Abufttn Stri2)t and Whipt, 1613. 
- The young male sparrow-hawk. 
-' The fcUco laniaritu of Linnaeus. 

* The female of the lanner, Latham (Faulconrie, lib. ii« 
<:hap. V. ed. 1658), explains the difference between the lanner 
And the goshaickt 
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The (/oshawJi and her tei'cel^ rowsM 
With tears attend thee as new bowsM,. 
All these are in their dark array, 
Led by the various herald-jay. 

But thy eternal name shall live 
Whilst quills from ashes fame reprieve, 
Whilst oi>en stands renown's wide dore,. 
And wings are left on which to soar ; 
Doctor robbin, the prelate p^-e, 
And the poetick swan, shall dye. 
Only to sing thy elegie. 




LOVK MADP: IX THE FIRST AGE. 
TO CHLORIS. 

r. 

X tlie nativity of time, 
Chlori.s ! it was not tliought a crime 

In direct Ilelacw for to woe. 
Xow wee make love, as all on lire*, 
Iiing retrograde our lowd desire, 

And court in English backward t<M>. 

ir. 
Tlirice happy was that golden age. 
When complement was eonstru'd mge, 

^ Here used for the female of tlje jroshawk. Tiercel and 
IcwMe/ are other forms of tlie same word. See Strntt's 5por^6 
and PaHfinuSt eil. Hone, 184.\ p. IVJ, 
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And fine words in the center hid ; 
When cursed no staiu'd no maid's blisse, 
And all discourse was sunim'd in yes^ 

And nought forbad, but to forbid. 

Love then unstinted love did sip, 

And cherries pluck'd fresh from the lip, 

On cheeks and roses free he fed ; 
Lasses, like Autumne plums, did drop. 
And lads indifferently did crop 

A flower and a maiden-head. 

IV. 

Then unconfined each did tipple 

Wine from the bunch, milk from the nipple ; 

Paps tractable as udders were. 
Then equally the wholsome jellies 
Were squeezed from olive-trees and bellies : 

Xor suits of trespasse did they fear. 

V. 

A fragrant bank of str.iwberries, 
Diaper'd with violets' cyt.'s, 

Was table, table-cloth and fare; 
Ko pakute to the clouds did swell, 
£i\ch humble priucesse then did dwell 

In the Piazza <»f her hair. 

VI. 
Both broken faith and th' cause of it, 
All-<lamning gold, was daniiiM to th* ])it ; 



* This mid tlie succeeding btanza ai*e omittetl by Mr. 
Singer in his reprint. 
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Their troth seal'd with a clasp and kisse. 
Lasted until that extreem day, 
In which they smil'd their souls away, 

And in each other breathed new blisse. 

VII. 

Because no fault, there was no tear ; 
No grone did grate the granting ear. 

No false foul breath, their del'cat smell. 
No serpent kiss poyson'd the tast, 
Each touch was naturally chast. 

And their mere Sense a I^Iiracle. 

VIII. 

Naked as their own innocence, 
And unembroyder'd from offence. 

They went^ above poor riches, gay ; 
On softer than the cignet's down, 
In beds they tumbled off their own : 

For each within the other lay. 

IX. 

Thus did they live : thus did they love, 
Repeating only joycs above, 

And angels were but with cloaths on, 
Wliicli they would put off cheerfully, 
To bathe them in the Galaxie, 

Tlicn gird them with the heavenly zone. 

X. 

Now, Chloris ! miserably crave 

The offer'd blisse you would not havo. 

Which evermore I must deny : 
Whilst ravish'd with these noble dreams. 
And crowned with mine own soft beams,^ 

Injoying of my self I lye. 
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TO A LADY WITH CHILD THAT ASK'D 

AN OLD SHIRT. ^ 

ND why an honoured ragged shirt, that shows. 
Like tatter'd ensigns, all its bodie's blows ^ 
Should it be swathed in a vest so dire. 
It were enough to set the child on fire ; 
Dishevelled queen [s] should strip them of their hair. 
And in it mantle the new rising heir : 
Nor do I know ought worth to wrap it in, 
Except my parchment upper-coat of skin ; 
And then expect no end of its chast tears. 
That first was rowl'd in down, now furs of bears. 

But since to ladies 't hath a custome Ijccu 
Linnen to send, that travail and lye in ; 
To the nine sempstresses, my former friends, 
I su'd ; but they had nought but shreds and ends. 
At last^ the jolli'st of the three times three 
Rent th* apron from her smock, and gave it me ; 
Twas soft and gentle, subt'ly spun, no doubt ; 
Pardon my bold nose, madam ; /le/'eV ///c vUmt, 



' A portion of this little {kkmii is quoted in Brand'b 
Popular AntiquititH (edit. 1849, ii. 70), as an illustration of 
the custom to which it refers. No second example of such an 
usage seems to have been known to Brand and his editors* 
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SOXG. 
I. 

N mine one monument I lye, 

And in my self am buried ; 
Sure, the quick liglitning of her eye 
Melted my soul ith* scabberd dead ; 
And now like some pale ghost I walk, 
And with another's spirit talk. 

II. 
Kor can her beams a heat convey, 

That may my frozen bosome warm. 
Unless her smiles have jwwV, as they. 

That a cross charm ciui couiitercharm. 
But this is such a pleasing pain, 
I'm loth to be alive again. 

anotiip:k. 

DID believe I was in heav'n, 
AVlieii iii-st tlie lieav'n her self was giv'n, 
Tliat ill 111}' heart lier beams did passe 
As some tlie sun keep in a glassc. 

So tliat her beauties th<jrow mc 

Did liurt my rival-eiieiny. 

But fate, alas ! decreed it so, 

That I was engine to inv woe : 

For, as a conicr'd christal spot, 

My lieart diai)lianous was not ; 

But solid stufFe, where her eye flings 

Quick lire upon tlie catching strings : 
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Yet^ as at triumplis in the niglit, 
You see the Prince's Arms in light, 
So, when I once was /?et on flame, 
I burnt all ore the letters of her name. 

ODE, 

i. 

OU are deceiv'd ; I sooner may, dull fair, 
Seat a dark Moor in Cassiopea's^ chair. 
Or on the glow-worm's uselesse light 
Bestow the watching flames of night, 
Or give the rose's breath 
To executed death. 

Ere the briglit hiew 
Of ^'er.se to you ; 
It is just Heaven on beauty stiimps a fame, 
And we, alas ! its triumphs but i»roclaim. 

II. 
AVhat chains but are too h'ght for me, should I 
Say that Luoastn in sr.nin]U'<* arms cnnld Jio? 

' The constellation so called. In old drjiwinjrs Cassio}}eia 
is represented as a woman sittin*; in a chair with a branch in 
her hand, and hence tlic allusion here. Dixon, in his 
Cantdtdj 1G83, jmrt i. p. .V», makes his witches say : — 
** We put on Bei'cnice's hair, 
And sit in (*assio|»cia*s chair." 
Randolph couples it with **Anabiu's Crowne" in the 
following {passage : — 

**Shino forth a consteUation, full and hrijjht, 
Bless the |KX)r heavens with more majcstick light. 
Who in re<piitall shall present you there 
-irio</;i€'* Croirne and Casshjicia^s Chayr." 

Poems, cd. IWO, p. 14, 
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Or that Castara^ were impure ; 
Or Saccarisa's^ faith unsure % 
That Chloris' love, as hair, 
Embrac'd each en'mies air ; 
That all their good 
Ran in their blood 1 
TTis the same wrong th' unworthy to inthrone, 
As from her proper sphere t' have veitue thrown. 

III. 
That strange force on the ignoble hath renown ; 
As Aurum Ftdniinans^ it blows vice down. 
Twere better (heavy one) to crawl 
Forgot, then raised, trod on [to] fall. 
All your defections now 
Are not writ on your brow ; 
Odes to faults give 
A shame must live. 
When a fat mist we view, we coughing run ; 
But, that once meteor drawn, all cry : undone. 

IV. 

How bright the fair Paulina-^ did appear, 
When hid in jewels she did seem a star ! 

But who could soberly behold 

A wicked owl in cloatli of gold, 



* William Habington published his poems under tlie name 
of Ccutarttt a fictitious ap()ellatioii signifying the daughter 
of Lord Powis. This lady was eventually his wife. The 
first edition of Castara ap{jeared in 1G34, the second in 1635, 
and the third in 1640. 

• Waller's ScLchari8;<a, i.e. Lady Dorothy Sydney. 

^ LoUia Paulina, who first married Memmius Regulus, and 
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Or the ridiculous Ape 
In sacred Vesta's shape ? 
So doth agree 
Just praise with thee : 
For since thy birth gave thee no beauty, know, 
Ko poets pencil must or can do so. 



THE DUELL. 

I. 

OVE dnink, the other day, knockt at my 
brest. 
But I, alas ! was not within. 
My man, my ear, told me he came t' attest, 
That without cause liM boxed him. 
And battered the windows of mine eyes. 
And took my heart for one of's nunneries. 

II. 

I wondreil at tin? outrage siife rcturiiM, 

And stonued at the base atlront ; 
And by a friend of mine, bold faith, that buni*d, 

I called him to a strict accompt. 
He said that, )>y the law, the clialleng'd might 
Take the advantage 1)0th of arms and fight. 

III. 
Two darts of ecpial ItMigtli and points he sent, 
And nobly gave the choycc to mo, 

subsequently the Emi^eror Caligula, from both of whom she 
wasdi^'orced. She inherited from her father enormous wealth. 
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Which I not weighed, young and indifferent, 

Now full of nought but victorie. 
So we both met in one of 'a mother's groves, 
The time, at the first murmuring of her doves. 

IV. 

I stript myself naked all o're, as he : 

For so I was best arm'd, when bare. 

His first pass did my liver rase : yet I 
Made home a falsify^ too neer ; 

For when my arm to its tine distance came, 

I notliing touch'd but a fantastick flame. 

V. 

This, this is love we daily quarrel so, 

An idle Don-Quichoterie : 
AVe whip our selves with our own twisted wo. 

And wountl the a^-re for a fly. 
The only way t' undo this enemy 
Is to laugh at the l)oy, and he will cry. 

CUriD FAR GONE. 
I. 

HAT, so beyond all madnesse is the elf, 
Xow he hath j^'ot out of himself ! 
His fatal enemy the Bee, 
Xor his deeeivM artillerie. 
His shackles, nor tlie roses bough 
Ne*r half so netled him, as he is now. 

' •*To falsify a tliiust." sjiys Pliillips ( World of Wordi, ed. 
1706, art. fulsify)^ *'is to make a feignwl |m»s." Lovelace 
here employs tlie woixl as a suhstantive rather awkwardly ; 
hat the meaning is, no doubt, the same. 
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11.^ 
See ! at*s own mother he is offering ; 

His finger now fits any ring ; 

Old Cybelc he would enjoy, 

And now the girl, and now the l)oy. 

He proffei*s Jove a back carcsse, 
And all his love in the antipodes. 

III. 
Jealous of his chast Psyche, raging he 

Quarrels with- student ^lercurie, 

And with a proud submissive l»reath 

Offers to change his darts with Death. 

He strikes at the bright eye of day, 
And Juno tumbles in her milky way. 

IV. 

The dear sweet secrets of the goils ho tells, 
And with loath'd hate lov'd heaven he swells ; 

Xow, like a fury, he l>elios 

Myriads of pure virginities. 

And sweai-s, with this falsi* frenzy hurlM, 
There's not a vertuous she iri all the world. 

V. 

Olympus ho renownces, then descemls, 
And makes a frit'ndshi|i with lln* lifiuls ; 
Bids Charon be no mnre a slave, 
He Argos riguM with stars shall hav<*. 
And triple LVrbi-rus frnni brlow 

Must leash 'd t* himself with him a huntin*' •'•>• 

o o 

^ This stanza was supprc»ed by Mr. Singer. 
* Original reads tht. 
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A MOCK SOXG. 




I. 

|0W WliitehalFs in the grave, 
And our head is our slave, 
The bright pearl in his close shell of oyster; 
Now the miter is lost, 
The proud Praelates, too, crost, 
And all Rome's confined to a cloister. 
He, that Tarquin was styl'd, 
Our white land's cxil'd, 
Yea, undo fi I'd ; 
Kot a court ape's left to confute us ; 
Then let your voyces rise high, 
As your coloui*s did flyo. 
And flour'shing cry : 
Long live the brave Oliver-Brutus.^ 



II. 

Xow the sun is unaruiM, 
And the moon bv us charm '<!, 
All the stars dissolv'd to a jelly ; 
Now the thighs of the Crown 
And the arms are loj^p'd down. 
And the body is all but a belly. 
Let the Commons go on. 
The town is our own, 
We'l rule alone : 



* CromweW. 
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For the Knights have yielded their spent-gorge ; 

And an order is tane 

With HONY SOIT profane, 
Shout forth amain : 
For our Dragon hath vanquished the St. Greorge. 

A FLY CAUGHT IN A COBWEB. 

MALL type of great ones, that do hum 
Within this whole world's narrow room, 
^^M^ That with a busie hollow noise 

Catch at the people's vainer voice. 

And with sproail sails play with their breath. 

^Vliose vory luvils new christen dc-ltlll 

Poor Fl}^ caught in an airy net. 

Thy wings have fettcr'd now thy feet ; 

AVhere, like a Lyon in a toyl, 

Howere thou keep'st a nolJe coyl, 

And lx?at'st thy geii'rous breast, that o're 

The plains thy fatal buzzes rorc. 

Till thy all-bollyd foe (round elf i) 

Hath quarterM thee within himself. 

AVas it not better once to play 
I' th' light of a niajcstick ray, 
AVhere, though too neer and bold, the fire 
Might sindge thy upper down attire, 
And thou i' th' storm to loose an eye. 
A wing, or a self-trapping thigh : 

' The spider. 
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Yet liadst tliou faFn like him, whose coil 
Made fislies in the sea to hroyl, 
Wien now th'ast scap'd the nohle flame ; 
Trapp'd basely in a slimy frame, 
And free of air, thou art l^ecomo 
Slave to the spawn of mud and lome 1 

Xor is*t enougli thy self do's dressc 
To thy swoln lonl a numerous nicsse, 
And by degrees thy thin veins bleed, 
And piecemeal dost his i)oyson foed ; 
But now devoured, art like to be 
A net spun for thy familic, 
^jid, straight expanded in thr air, 

Hang'st tor tliy 153116 t^M a snare. 
Strange witty death and cruel ill 
That, killing thee, thou thine dost kill ! 
Like pics, in whose cntoinlK'd ark 
All fowl crowil downwanl to a lark, 
Thou art thine en'inies' sejnilcher. 
And in thee buriest, tott, thine heir. 

Yet Fates a gK»ry have reserv'd 
For oiu* so highly hath des<*i v\l. 
As the rhinoceros doth dy 
Under his castle-enemv, 

As through the cranes trunk throat doth speed, 
The aspe doth on his feedc^r fectl ; 
Fall yet triuni|>hant in thy w<»e, 
Lound with the entrails of thv f«K». 
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A FLY ABOUT A GLASSE OF BURNT 

CLARET. 

I. 
ORBEAR this liquid fire, Fly, 
It is more fatal then the dry, 
That singly, but embracing, wounds ; 
And this at once both burns and drownSr 

II. 
The salamander, that in heat 
And flames doth cool his monstrous sweat, 
Whose fan a glowing cake is said. 
Of this red furnace is afraid. 

III. 
Viewing the ruby-christal shine, 
Thou tak'st it for heaven-chrisUlline ; 
Anon thou wilt be taught to groan : 
Tis an ascended Acheron. 

IV. 

A snow-l»all heart in it let fall, 
And take it out a fire-ball ; 
An icy breast in it betnvyM 
Breaks a destructive wild granad*'. 

V. 

Tis this makes Venus altars shine. 
This kindles frosty Hymen's pine ; 
When the boy grows old in his desires, 
Tliis flaml)cau doth new light his fires. 

o 
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VI. 

Though the cold hermit ever wail, 
Whose sighs do freeze, and tears drop liail, 
Once having pass'4 this, will ne'r 
Another flaming purging fear. 

VI I. 

The vestal drinking this doth bum 
Kow more than in her fun'ral urn ; 
Her fires, that with the sun kept race, 
Are now extinguished by her face. 

VIII. 

The cliymist, that himself doth still, ^ 
Let him but tast this limbecks ^ bill. 



* I.e. distil. 

^ Lovelace was by no means i)eculiar in the fondness 
which he has shown in this poem and elsewhere for figures 
drawn from the hint^uacre of alchemy. 
** Retire into thy j^ove of eglantine, 
Where I will all those ravished sweets distill 
Through Love's alembic, and with chemic skill 
From tlie mix'd mass one sovereijjn balm derive." 

Caukw's Potms (1G40), e<l. 1772, p. 77. 

" 1 will try 

From the wann limbeck of my eye, 
In such a method to distil 

Tears on thv marhle nature " 

.Smui.Kv's Poems (Works liy Dyce, vi. 407). 
** Nature's Confectioner, the lice^ 
Whose suckers are moist Ahhymie, 
The still of his relininj^ Mouhl, 
Minting the garden into gold." 

Clkvki.ano's Poetm, ed. 1669, p. 4. 
** Fisher is here with purple winjTj 

Who brini::* me to the Spring-head, where 
CrviitaW is Lvmbeckt a\l the vear." 

LoHD WKSTMOREl.\N\>'sOtia Sacra,\^%^'^, VS\, 
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^nd prove this sublimated bowl, 
Hell swear it will calcine a soul. 

IX. 

^oble, and brave ! now thou dost know 
The false prepared decks below, 
Dost thou the fatal liquor sup. 
One dixjp, alas ! thy barque blowcs \i\}, 

X. 

^Vhat airy country hast to save. 
Whose plagues thou^lt bury in thy grave ? 
For even now thou seem'st to us 
On this gulphs brink a Curtius. 

XI. 

And now th' art fain (magnanimous Fly) 
In, where thine Ocean doth fry, 
Like the Sun's son, who blush'd the flood 
To a com2)lexion of blood. 

XII. 

Yet, see ! my glad auricular 
Keileems thee (though dissolv'd) a star. 
Flaggy^ thy wings, and scorchM thy thighs, 
Thou ly'st a double sacrifice. 

' Weak, The word was once not verv uncommon in 
writinj^s. Bacon, S|»en!<er, &c. ii^ it: liut it is now, I be- 
lieve, confined to Somersetsliire and tlie lx)i*derinf( counties. 
*' Luke. A soutli wind 

Shall sooner soften marble, and tlic rain, 
That slides down gently from his tia^^y wings, 
O'erflow the Alps." 

Ma<5«IN<:kk\s City Madam, 1658. 
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XIII. 

And now my warming, cooling breath 
Shall a new life afford in death ; 
See ! in the hospital of my hand 
Already cur'd, thou fierce do'st stand. 

Burnt insect ! dost thou reaspire 

The moist-hot-glasse and liquid fire ? 

I see 'tis such a pleasing pain, 

Thou would*st 1^ scorched and drown'd again.- 



FEMALE GLORY. 

ONGST the worlds wonders, there doth 

yet remain 
One greater than the rest, that's all those 

o're again, 

And her own self beside : A Lady, whose soft breast 
Is with vast honoui*s soul and virtues life possest. 
Fair as original light first from the chaos sliot, 
\\Tien day in virgin-beams triumph'd, and night was not, 
And as that breath infus'd in tlie new-breather gooil, 
Wlien ill unknown was dumb, and bad not understood ; 
Chearful, as th.at aspect at this world's finishing, 
Wlien chenibims clapp'd wings, and th* sons of Heaven 

did sing ; 
Chast as th' Arabian bird, who all tlie ayr denyes,' 
And cv'n in flames expires, when with her selfe she lyes. 




» The Phicnix. 
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Oh ! she's as kind as drops of new fain April showers, 
Tliat on each gentle breast spring fresh perfuming 

flowers ; 
She's constant, gen'rous, fixt ; she's calm, she is the all 
We can of vertue, honour, faith, or glory call, 
And she is (whom I thus transmit to endless fame) 
^listresse oth' world and me, and Laura is her name. 



A DIALOGUE. 



LUTE AND VOICE. 



L, 




ING, Laura, sing, whilst silent are the 

sphears, 
And all the eyes of Heaven are turn'd 
to ears. 



V, Touch thy dead wood, and make each living tree 
Unchain its feet, take arms, and follow thee. 

L, Sing. V. Touch. Toucli. L, Sing. 
Doth, It is the souls, souls sole oflcring. 

V. Touch the divinity of thy chonls, and make 
Each heart strin^j tixmible, and each sinew shake. 

L, Whilst with your voycc you rarifio the air, 
Xono Imt an host of angels hover heri'. 

Chorw-i. Siti'jy Touchy t)v. 

V. Touch thy soft lute, and in each gentle thread 
The lyon and the panther captive lead. 
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L, Sing, and in heav'n inthrone deposed love, 
Whilst angels dance, and fiends in order move. 

Double CJioiiis, 

TNTiat sacred charm may this then Ije 

In harmonic, 
That thus can make the angels wild, 

The devils mild, 
And teach * low hell to heav'n to swell. 
And the high heav'n to stoop to hell ? 



A MOCK CHAROX. 
DIALOGUE. 

Cha. \y. 

HAROX! thou slave! thou fooU ! thoit 
cavaleer ! - 
CJia. A slave ! a fool ! what traitor's 
voice I hear? 
W. Come bring thy boat. 67/. Xo, sir. W. Xo ! 

sirrah, why? 
CIta, The l)lest will disagree, and fiends will mutiny 

At thy, at thy [unjuumbred treachery. 
W. Villain, I have a pass which who disdains, 
I will sequester the Eliziau plains. 




• Original and Singer read rca'-h. 

- This word is used here merel}* to denote a fjaJlant^ a 
fillow. From being in its primitive sense a most honourable 
ap{)ellation, it became, during and after the civil war be* 
tween Charles and the Parliament, a tenn of equivocal imiwrt.. 
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Cha, Woes me, ye gentle shades ! where shall I dwell % 
He's come ! It is not safe to Ije in helL 

Chorus, 

Thus man, his honor lost, falls on these shelves ; 
Furies and fiends are still true to themselves. 

Cha, You must, lost fool, come in. W, Oh, let me in ! 
But now I fear thy boat will sink with my ore-weighty 

sin. 
Where, courteous Charon, am I now? Cha, Vile 

rant ! ^ 
At the gates of thy supreme Judge Rhadamant. 

Double Chorus of Divels, 

Welcome to rape, to theft, to perjurie, 
To all the ills thou wcrt, we canot hope to l3C ; 
Oh, pitty us condemned ! Oh, cease to wooe, 
And softly, softly breath, least you infect us too. 



THE TOAD AND 8PYDER. 
A DUELL. 

POX a day, when the Dog-star 
Unto the world proclaimM a war, 
And jwyson bark'd from iiis Mack throat, 
And from his jaws infecti«)n shot. 

Under a deadly hen-bane shade 

With slime infernal mists arc made, 




* Here equi%'alent to ratifer, and used for the sake of the 
metre. 
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Met the two dreaded enemies, 
Having their weapons in their eyes. 

First from his den rolls forth that load 
Of spite and hate, the speclcFd toad, 
And from his chaps a foam doth spawn, 
Such as the loathed three heads yawn ; 
Defies his foe with a fell spit. 
To wade through death to meet with it ; 
Then in his self the lymbeck turns. 
And his elixir*d poyson urns. 
Arachne, once the fear oth* maid ^ 
Ooelestial, thus unto her pray'd : 
Heaven's blew-cy*d daughter, thine own mother ! 
The Python-killing Sun's thy brother. 
Oh ! thou, from gods that didst descend, 
With a poor virgin to contend, 
Shall seed of earth and liell ore be 
A rival in thy victorie ? 
Pallas assents : for now long time 
And pity liad clean riiis'd lier crime ; 
Wlien straight she dotli with active fire 
Her many legged foe inspire. 
Have you not scon a charact- lie 
A groat cathedral in the sea, 



* It will be seen that this |>oem fMirtly turns on the mytho- 
logical talo of Aracline and Minerva, and tlic metamorphosis 
of the former by the angry po<ldess into a spider (dp<£x»'»?). 

- 1. c. caral\ or carrick^ as the word is variously spelled. 
This larf^e kind of ship was much usc<I by the (treeks and 
Venetians durinj;^ tlie middle a*res, and also hy other nations. 
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Under whose Babylonian walls 
A small thin frigot almshouse stalls ? 
So in his slime the toad doth float 
And th' spyder by, but seems his lx>at 
And now the naumachie ^ begins ; 
Close to the surface her self spins : 
Arachne, when her foe lets flye 
A broad-side of his breath too high, 
Tliat's over-shot, the wisely-stout, 
Advised maid doth tack about j 
And now her pitchy barque doth sweat, 
Chaf'd in her own black fury wet; 
Lasic and cold before, she brings 
New fires to her contmcted stings. 
And with discoloured si)umes doth blast 
The herbs that to their center hast. 
2Cow to the neighboring henbane top 
Arachne hath her self wound up, 
And thence, from its dilated leaves. 
By her own conlage downwards weaves. 
And doth her town of foe attack,*-* 
And storms the Rimpiers ^ of his back ; 
AMiich taken in her coloui-s spread, 
^farch to tli' citaih»I of *s head. 



' The iKMjt ratlier awkwaitily sustains liis simile, and 
employs, in expressinj; a contest lietween the toad and the 
spider, a term »ii<;nifyin^ a naval battle, or, at least, a tight 
between two shi|>s. 

'' Lovelace's foinlness for military similitudes is constantly 
standing in the way, and marring his attempts at {loetical 
imagery. 

•' A form of ramjiart^ sanctioned by Dryden. 



202 POEMS. 

Now as ill witty torturing Spain, 

The brain is vext to vex the brain, 

Where hereticks bare heads are arniM 

In a close hehn, and i\\ it charniM 

An overgrown and meagre rat, 

That pecce-meal nibbles himself fat ; 

So on the toads blew-checquer*d scull 

The spider gluttons her self full. 

And vomiting her Stygian seeds, 

Her i)oyson on his iK)yson feeds. 

Thus the invenomVl toad, now grown 

Big with more poyson than his own. 

Doth gather all ]iis ix)w*rs, and shakes 

His stonner in*s disgorged lakes ; 

And wounded now, apace crawls on 

To his next ))lantane sui'geon,^ 

With whose rich balm no sooner drest, 

But purged is his sick swohi breast ; 

And as a glorious combatant. 

That only rests awhile to i)ant, 

Then with ix'iH\ated strength and scars, 

That smarting fire him new to wai-s, 

Deals blows that thick themselves prevent. 

As they wtmld gain the tiuu^ he spent. 

So the disdaining angry toad, 
That calls but a thin useless load, 
His fatal feared self ccmies back 
With unknown venome fill'd to cmck. 



Medicinal herb or plant. 
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Th' amased spider, now imtwiiiM, 

Hath crept up, and her self new lin*d 

With fresh Siilt foams and mists, that bh'ist 

The ambient air as they past. 

And now nic thinks a Sphynx*s M-ing 

I pluck, and do not write, but sting ; 

With their black blood my pale inks blent, ^ 

GalFs but a faint ingredient. 

The pol'tick toad doth now withdraw, 

Warned, higher in canqyanidr 

Tliere wisely doth, intrenched deej), 

His lx)dy in a lx)dy keep. 

And leaves a wide and open pass 

T* invite the foe up to his jaws, 

AVhich there within a foggy blind 

With fourscore fire-arms were linM. 

The generous active spider doubts 

More ambuscadoes than redoubts ; 

So witliin shot she doth pickear,** 

Xow gall's the flank, and now the rear ; 

As that "* the toiid in*s own dispite 

Must change the manner of his tight. 

Who, like a glorious genend. 

With one home-charge lets fly at all. 



1 Blended. 

'** CamjKLnia may signify, in the present {Missage, either u 
field or the country generally, or a plain. It is a clumsy 
expression. 

^ In the sense in which it is here U!<e<l this word seems to 
be iieculiar to Lovelace. To picktar^ or pickeer, means to 
skirmish, 

* So that. 
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Chaf d with a fourfold ven'mous foam 
Of sconi, revenge, his foes and 's own, 
He seats him in his loathed chair, 
New-made him by each mornings air, 
With glowing eyes he doth survey 
Th' undaunted hoast he calls his prey ; 
Then his dark spume he gred'ly laps, 
And shows the foe his grave, his chaps. 

Wliilst the quick wary Amazon 
Of Vantage takes occasion, 
And with her troop of loggs carreers 
In a full speed with all her speers. 
Down (as some mountain on a mouse) 
On her small cot he flings his house ; 
Without the poysou of the elf. 
The toad had like t' have Imrst himself: 
For sage Araclnu» with good heed 
Had stopt herself upon full speed. 
And, 's l)ody now di.sonhu-'d, on 
She falls to execution. 
The passive toad now only can 
Contemn and sufiVr. H(*rc began 
The wronged maids ingenious rage, 
Which his heart vcnonu* must asswagc. 
One eye she liatli spct out, strange smother. 
When OIK* llanie doth i)ut out another. 
And one eye wittily spar'd, that he 
flight but behoM bis niiscrie. 
She on each spot a woun<l doth print, 
And each speck bath a sling witbin't ; 
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Till he but one new blister is, 
And swells his own periphrasis. 
Then fainting, sick, and yellow-pale, 
She baths him with lior sulpli'rous stale ; 
Thus slacked is her Stygian fire, 
And she vouchsafes now to retire. 
Anon tlic toad begins to pant, 
Bethinks him of th' almighty plant. 
And lest he pcece-meal should l>e sped, 
Wisel}' doth finisli liimself dead. 
Whilst the gay girl, as was her fj\te. 
Doth wanton and luxuriate. 
And crowns her conquVing head all or 
With fatal leaves of hcllelx)re. 
Not guessing at th(^ pretious aid 
Was lent her by the heavenly maid. 
The neer expiring toad now rowls 
Himself in lazv blooilv scrowls. 
To th' sov'i-aign Sidvt*. of all his ills, 
That only life and health distills. 
But lo<' ! a terror alx)ve all. 
That ever vet did him iKjfall ! 

Pallas, still min<lful of her foe, 
(Whilst they did with each fii*es glow) 
Had to the place the spi<lers lar 
l>ispathM l)cf(»re the <^v'nings star. 
He learned was in Natures laws, 
Of all her foliage knew the cause. 
And 'moiigst the rest in his choice want 
Unplanted had this plantane plant. 
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Tlie all-confounded toad doth see 
His life fied with his remedie, 
And in a glorious despair 
First burst himself, and next the air ; 
Then with a dismal horred yell 
Beats down his loathsome breath to helL 

But what inestimable bliss 
This to the sated virgin is, 
Wlio, as before of her fiend foe, 
Now full is of her goddess too ! 
She from her fertile womb hath spun 
Her stateliest pavillion, 
Whilst all her silken flags display. 
And her triumphant banners play ; 
"Where Pallas she ith' midst doth praise. 
And counterfeits her brothers rayes, 
Xor will she her dear lar forget, 
Victorious bv his benefit, 
"Whose roof iiiclianted she doth free 
From haunting gnat and goblin bee, 
"Who, tmppM in her ])repared toyle, 
To their destruction keep a coyle. 

Then she unlocks tlie toad's dire head, 
"Within whose cell is treasured 
That pretious stone, which she doth call 
A noble rec<»nii»ence for all, 
And to her lar d(.»th it present, 
'Of liis fair aid a nmnunieiit. 
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THE SNAYL. 

ISE eiiiblem of our politick world, 
Sago Snayl, within thine own self ciirrd, 
Instruct nie softly to make hast, 
Whilst these my feet go slowly fast. 



Conii>endi«nis Snayl ! thou secm'st to me 
Large Eucliil's strict epitome ; 
And in each diagram dost fling 
Thee from tlie i)oint unto the ring. 
A figure now triangulare, 
An oval now, and now a scpiare. 
And then a serpentine, tlost crawl, 
Xow a straight line, now crookM, now all. 

Preventing ^ rival of the day, 
Th' art up and openesJt thy ray ; 
And ere the morn cradles the moon,- 
Th' art hrok<^ into a hcauteous ncion. 
Then, when the Sun sups in the doej», 
Thy silv«*r ]i<»rns «**re Cintliia's ju'cp ; 
And thou, from lliine own li<pud l>ed, 
New Plioehus, hoav'st thy pleasant h<*ad. 



' AnticiiNitiiig, forerunning. 

- It can scarcely l)e re<iuisite to mention that Lovelace 
refers to the (^udual evanescence of the moon before the 
growing daylij^ht. It is well known that the lunar orb is, 
iit certain times, vi^il^le sometime even after sunrise. 
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Who shall a name for thee create. 
Deep riddle of mysterious state ? 
Bold Nature, that gives common birth 
To all products of seas and earth, 
Of thee, as earth-quakes, is afraid, 
Nor will thy dire delivery aid. 

Thou, thine own daughter, then, and sire. 
That son and mother art intire, 
That big still with thy self dost go, 
And liv'st an aged cmbrio ; 
That like the cubbs of India, 
Thou from thy self a while dost play ; 
But frighted with a dog or gun, 
In thine own belly thou dost run. 
And as thv house was thine own womb, 
So thine own womb conchides tliy tomb. 

But now I must (aiialys'd king) 
Thy oeconomick virtui's sing ; 
Thou groat stay'd liusband still within. 
Thou thee that's thine dost discvipliiio ; 
And when thou art to progress bent, 
Thou mov'st thy self and tenement, 
As warlike Scythians travaylM, you 
Remove your nn'U and city too ; 
Then, after a sad dearth and rain, 
Thou scatterest thy silver train ; 
And wlien the tret^s grow nak'd and old. 
Thou cloathest them with cloth of gold. 
Which from thy bowels thou dost spin. 
And draw from the rich mines within. 
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Now bast thou chang'd thee, saint^ and made: 
Thy self a fane that's cupula'd ; 
And in thy wreathed cloister thou 
Walkest thine own gray fryer too ; 
Strickt and lock'd up, th'art hood all ore, 
And ne'r elirainat'st thy dore. 
On sallads thou dost feed severe, 
And \stead of beads thou drop*st a tear. 
And when to rest each calls the bell. 
Thou sleep'st within thy marble cell, 
Where, in dark contemplation plac*d. 
The sweets of Nature thou dost tastj 
Who now with time thy days resolve, 
And in a jelly thee dissolve. 
Like a shot star, which doth repair 
Upward, and rarifie the air. 




AXOTIIEK. 

II E Contaur, Syren, I forcpjoe ; 
Thosf! have boon suntj, and low<llv too 
5(^ Nor of the mixed Sphynx He writo, 
Xor the renowuM IIormaplirfMlito. 
Behold ! this luubllc doth appear 
Of horsos, coach and charioteer. 
That moveth him by traverse law, 
And doth himself lK)th drive and draw ; 
Then, when the Sunn the south dotli winne. 
He Itaits him hot in his own inne. 

r 
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I heard a grave and austere clark 

Eesolv'd him pilot both and barque ; 

That, like the fam'd ship of Trevere^ 

Did on the shore himself lavere : 

Yet the au then tick do beleeve, 

"NMio keep their judgement in their sleeve, 

That he is his own double man, 

And sick still carries his sedan : 

Or that like dames i'th land of Luyck, 

He wears his everlasting hiiyck.* 

But banisht, I admire his fate, 

Since neither ostracisme of state, 

Nor a perpetual exile. 

Can force this virtue, change his soyl : 

For, whci-esoevcr he doth go, 

lie wanders with his country too. 



* t. q, huJce. *'Huke," says Minshen, **i9 a mantle such 
as women use in Spaine, Germanic, and the Low Countries, 
when they goe abroad." Lovelace clearly adopts the word 
for the jMike of the metre ; otherwise lie might have chosen 
a better one. 
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THE TRIIBIPHS OF PHILAMORE AND 

AMORET. 

TO THE NOBLEST OF OUR YOUTH AND BEST OF 
FRIENDS, CHARLES COTTON, Esquire.* 

iJEIXG AT BERISFORD, AT HIS H0U8B IN STAFFORD- 
SHIRE. FROM LONDON. 

A POEM. 

IR, your sad absence I complain, as earth 
Her long-hid spring, that gave her verdures 

Who now her cheerful aroniatick head 
Shrinks in her cold and dismal widowed bed ; 
Whilst the false sun her lover doth him move 
Below, and to th' antipodes make love. 

"What fate was mine, when in mine ol)scure cave 
•(Shut up almost close prisoner in a grave) 
Your beams could reach mo through this vault of night, 
And canton the dark dungeon with light ! 
Whence me (as gon'rous Spahys) you unb(mnd, 
Whilst I now know mv self lK)th free and crowned. 




' Charles Cotton the younger, Walton's friend. He waa 
born on the 2Sth of April, 1630. He marrietl, in 1656, 
Isabella, daughter of Sir Thomas Hutohinson, of Owthorp, 
CO. Notts, Knight. See Walton's AntjUr, ed. 1760, where a 
life of Cotton, coinpile<l from the notes of the laborious 
Oldys, will be found. The iK)et died in 1687, and, two years 
later, his miscellaneous verses were printed in an octavo 
4*olume. 
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Bat as at ^leccha's tombe, the devout blind 
Pilgrim (great husband of his sight and mind) 
Pays to no other object this chast prise, 
Then with hot earth anoynts out both his eyes r 
So having seen your dazling glories store, 
It is enough, and sin for to see more. 

Or, do you thus those pretious rayes withdraw 
To whet my dull l>eams, keep my bold in aw 1 
Or, are you gentle and compassionate, 
You will not reach me Regulus his fate ? 
Brave prince ! who, eagle-ey*d of eagle kind, 
Wert blindly damn'd to look thine own self blind I 

But oh, return those fires, too cruel-nice ! 
For whilst j'ou fear me cindars, see, I'm ice ! 
A nummed speaking clod and mine own show,^ 
My self congeal'd, a man cut out in snow : 
Return those living fires. Thou, who that vast 
Double advantage from onc-ey\l Heav'n hast, 
Look with one sun, tliougii 't but obliipicly bo. 
And if not shine, vouclisafe to wink on me. 

Perceive you not a gentle, gliding heat, 
And quick ning warmth, that makes the statua sweat ;. 
As rcv'rend Ducaleon's lilack-tiung ston<', 
Whose rough outside soft<*ns to skin, anon 
Each crusty vein with wet red is suppliM, 
Whilst nought of ston<' but in its heart doth 'bide. 

So from the rugged north, wher<^ your soft stay 
Hath stampt them a meridian an«l kind day ; 

* I. c. the shadow of mvself. 
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Where now each a la mode inhabitant 
Himself and 's manners both do pay you rent^ 
And *bout your house (your pallace) doth resort, 
And 'spite of fate and war creates a court. 

So from the taught north, when you shall return, 
To glad those looks that ever since did mourn, 
When men uncloathed of themselves you'l see, 
Then start new made, fit, what they ought to be ; 
Hast ! hast ! you, that your e3'e8 on rare sights feed : 
Por thus the golden triumph is decreed. 

The twice-boni god, still gay and ever young, 
With ivie crowned, first leads the glorious throng : 
He Ariadne's starry coronet 
Designs for th' brighter Ijcams of Amoret ; 
Then doth he broach his throne, and singing quaff 
Unto her health his pipe of god-head off. 

Him follow the recanting, vexing Nine 
"NVlio, M'ise, now sing thy lasting fame in wine ; 
Whilst Phoebus, not from th' east, your feast t' adorn, 
But from th' inspired Canaries, rose this morn. 

Now you are come, winds in their caverns sit. 
And nothing brcatlis, but new-inlarged wit. 
Hark ! (Jne proclaims it piac.le ' to 1k! sad. 
And th' iKiople call 't religion to be mad. 



' A crime, from the Latin jnaru/nm which, from meaning 
properly an atonement^ was afterwards used to express tchcU 
required an atonement, t. e. an offence or sin. 
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But now, as at a coronation, 
AVhen noyse, the guard, and trumpets are oreldown^ 
The silent commons mark their princes way, 
And with still reverence both look and pray ; 
So tliey amaz'd expecting do adore, 
And count the rest but pageantry before. 

Behold ! an hoast of virgins, pure as th' air 
In her first face,^ ere mists durst vayl her hair : 
Their snowy vests, white as their whiter skin, 
Or their far chaster whiter thoughts within : 
Roees they breath'd and strewed, as if the fine 
Heaven did to earth his wreath of swets resign ; 
They sang aloud : " Thrice^ oh thrice luippy^ ihetj 
TJiat can^ like the^e, in love both yield and sicay.** • 

Next herald Fame (a purple clowd her Ijears), 
In an imbroider'd coat of eyes and ears. 
Proclaims the triumph, and these lovers glory. 
Then in a lx)ok of steel records the story. 

And now a youth of more than god-like form 
Did th* inward minds of the dumb throng alann ; 
All nak*d, each part bctniy'd unto the eye. 
Ghastly : for neither sex ow*d ho or she. 
And this was heavenly love. By his briglit hand, 
A boy of worse than earthly stuff did stand ; 
His ])0W broke, his fires out, and his wings dipt, 
And the black slave from all his false flames strii>t ; 



* The sky in the early part of the morning, before it i» 
clouded by mists. 
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Whose eyes were new-restor'd but to confesse 
This day's bright blisse, and his own wretchednesse ; 
Who, sweird with envy, bui*sting with disdain, 
Did cry to cry, and weep them out again. 

And now what heav*n must I invade, what sphere 
Rifle of all her stars, t' inthrone her there 1 
Ko ! Phoebus, by thy boys* fate we beware 
Th' unruly flames o*th' firebrand, thy carr ; 
Although, she there once plac'd, thou. Sun, shouldst see 
Thy day both nobler governed and thee. 
Drive on, Bootes, thy cold heavy wayn. 
Then grease thy wheels with amber in the main. 
And Neptune, thou to thy false Thetis gallop, 
Appollo's set within thy bed of scallop : 
Whilst Amoret, on the reconciled winds 
Mounted, and drawn by six caelestial minds. 
She armed was with innocence and fire. 
That did not bum ; for it was chast desire ; 
Wliilst a new light doth gild the standers by. 
Behold I it was a day shot from her eye ; 
Chafing perfumes oth' £ast did throng and sweat, 
But by her breath they melting back were beat. 
A crown of yet-nere-lighted stars she wore, 
In her soft hand a bleeding heart she bore, 
And round her lay of broken millions more ; ^ 



> Phaeton. 

' Original reads, of miliums broken more. The above iir 
certainly preferable ; but the reader may judge for himself. 
It should be borne in mind that the second part of Luccuta- 
was not even printed during the ix>et's life. If he had sur- 
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Then a winged crier thrice aloud did call : 
Let Fatne proclaim this one great prue /or all. 

By her a lady that might be call'd fair. 
And justly, hut that Amoret was there, 
Was prisoner led ; th' unvalewed robe she wore 
Made infinite lay lovers to adore, 
Who vainly tempt her rescue (madly bold) 
Chained in sixteen thousand links of gold ; 
Chiysetta thus (loaden with treasures) slave 
Did strow the pass with i)earls, and her way pave. 

But loe ! the glorious cause of all this high 
True heav'nly state, brave Philamore, draws nigh, 
Who, not himself, more seems himself to be, 
And with a sacred extasie doth see ! 
Fix'd and unmoved on 's pillars he doth stay, 
And joy transforms him his own statua ; 
Kor hath he \K>w*r to breath [n]or strength to greet 
The gentle offers of his Amoret, 
Who now amaz'd at 's noble breast doth knock, 
And with a kiss his gen'rous heart unlock ; 
Wliilst she and the whole i>omi) doth enter there, 
"Wlience her nor Time nor Fate sliall ever tear. 
But whether am I hurl'd ? lio ! Ixick ! awake 
From thy glad trance : to thine old sorrow take ! 
Thus, after view of all the Indies store, 
The slave returns unto liis chain and oar; 



vived to republish the first i>orlion, and to re vise the second 
perhaps we should have had a better text. 
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Thus poets, who all iiight in blest heav'ns dwell, 

Are call'd next morn to their true living hell ; 

So I unthrifty, to myself untrue, 

Bise cloath'd with real wants, 'cause wanting you, 

And what substantial riches I possesse, 

I must to these unvalued dreams confesse. 

But all our clowds shall be oreblown, when thee 
In our horizon bright once more we see ; 
When tliy dear presence sliall our souls new-dress. 
And sj^ring an universal cheerfulnesse ; 
When we shall be orewhelm'd in joy, like tliey 
That change their night for a vast half-year's day. 

Then sliall the wretched few, tliat do repine, 
£ee and recant their blasphemies in wine ; 
Then shall they grieve, that thought I've sung too free, 
High and aloud of thy true worth and thee. 
And their fowl heresies and lips submit 
To th' all-forgiving breath of Amoret ; 
And me alone their angers object call. 
That from my height so miserably did fall ; 
And crie out my invention thin and poor, 
Who have said nought, since I could say no more. 
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ADVICE TO MY BEST BROTHER, COLL: 
FRANCIS LOVELACRi 

RANK, wiPt live unhandsomely I trust not 

too far 
Thy self to waving seas : for ivhat thy star,. 
Calculated by sure event, must l^e. 
Look in the glassy-epithete,^ and see. 

Tet settle here your rest, and take your state. 
And in calm halcyon's nest ev'n build your fate ; 
Prethee lye down securely, Frank, and keep 
With as much no noyse the inconstant deep 

^ One of the younger brothers of the poet. In the year of 
the Restoration he filled the office of Recorder of Canter- 
bury, and in that ctiiMicity delivered the address of the city 
to Charles II. on his passage through the place. This 
speech was printed in 16G0, 4to, three leaves. The follow- 
ing extracts from the CcUendar* of Stale Paper* (Domestic 
Series, 1660-1, page 139), throw a little additional light on 
the history of this j>er8on : — 

*• 1660, July 1. — Petition of Fras. Lovelace, Recorder of 
Canterbury, to the King, for the stewardship of the liberties 
of St. Augustine, near Canterbury, for himself and his son 
Goldwell. Has suffered ee(}uestnition, imprisonment, and 
loss of office, for his loyalty. H%7A a fiote of the requested 
gra^U/or Fras. Loi'elace. 

** Grant to Fras. Lovelace, of the office of chief steward of 
the Liberties of the late monastery of St. Augustine, near 
Canterbury." 

* Unless the poet is advising his brother, before the latter 
ventures on a long sea voyage, to look in the crystal, or 
beryl, so popular at that time, in order to read his fortune, 
I must confess my ignorance of the meaning of **glassy- 
epithete." See, for an account of the beryl, Aubrey'* 
Miscellanies, edit. 1857, p. 154. 
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As its inhabitants ; nay, stedfast stand, 
As if discovered were a New-found-land, 
Fit for plantation here. Dream, dream still, 
Liiird in Dione*s cradle ; dream, untill 
Horrour awake your sense, and you now find 
Your self a bubbled pastime for the wind ; 
And in loose Thetis blankets torn and tost. 
Frank, to undo thy self why art at cost 1 

Nor be too confident, fix*d on the shore : 
For even that too 1x)itows from the store 
Of her rich neighbour, since now wisest know 
(And this to Galileo's judgement ow). 
The palsie eiirth it self is every jot 
As frail, inconstant, waveing, as that blot 
We lay upon the deej), that sometimes lies 
Changed, you would think, with *s botoms properties^ 
But this etenial, strange Ixion*s wheel 
Of giddy earth ne'er whirling leaves to reel. 
Till all things are inverted, till they are 
Tuni*d to that antick confused state they were. 

Who loves the golden mean, doth safely want 
A cobwebb'd cot and wrongs entaiFd u|)on't ; 
He richly needs a pallace for to ])reed 
Vi|>ers and moths, that on their feeder feed ; 
The toy that we (too tnie) a mistress call. 
Whose looking-glass and feather weighs up all ; 
And cloaths which larks would i>lay with in the sun. 
That mock him in the night, when 's course is run. 

To rear an edifice by art so high, 
That envy should not reach it with her eye. 
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"Stiky^ withathought comeneerit. Wouldst thou know, 
How 8uch a structure should be raisd, build low. 
The blust'ring winds invisible rough stroak 
More often shakes the stubborn'st, prop'rest oak ; 
And in proud turrets we behold withal, 
^is the imperial top declines to fall : 
]^or does Heav'n's lightning strike the humble vales, 
But high-aspiring mounts batters and scales. 

A breast of proof defies all shocks of Fate, 
Fears in the best, ho|)es in the worser state ; 
Heaven forbid that, as of old, time ever 
Flourished in spring so contrary, now never. 
Tliat mighty breath, which blew foul Winter hither. 
Can easly puffe it to a fairer weather. 
Why dost des|)air then, Frank ? -^olus has 
A Zei)hyrus as well as Boreas. 

'Tis a false sequel, soloecisnie 'gainst those 
Precepts by fortune giv*n us, to suppose 
That, 'cause it is now ill, 't will ere be so ; 
Ai)ollo doth not always bend his bow ; 
liut oft, uncrowned of his beams divine. 
With his soft harp awakes the sleeping Nine. 

In strictest things magnanimous appear, 
Greater in hope, howere thy fate, tlien^ fear: 
Draw all your sails in (juickly, though no storm 
Threaten your mine with a s;id alarm ; 
For tell me how tlioy ditliT, toll me, pray, 
A cloudy tempest and a too fair day ? 

^ Tluin. 
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PARIS'S SECOND JUDGEMEIST, 

UPON THE THREE DAUGHTERS OF MY DEAR- 
BROTHER MR. R. C^SAR.i 

EHOLD ! tlireo sister- wonders, in whom 

met, 
Distinct and chast, the splendrous^ counter- 
feit » 

Of Juno, Venus and the warlike !Mnid, 
Each in tlieir three divinities arrayM ; 
The majesty and state of Ileav'ns great Quoen, 
And when she treats the gods, her noble meen ;. 
The sweet victorious ]>eauties and desires 
0' th* sea-l>orn princess, empresse too of fires ; 
The sacred arts and glorious lawrels torn 
From the fair hrow o* th' gotldessi* fathor-l)orn ; 
All these were quartcrM in each snow}- coat. 
With cant(>n\P honours of thoir own, to lM>ot. 
Paris, l»y fate now-wakM fn^in his doad cell. 
Is chargM tn give his doom imiM>ssihlo. 



* SccoikI son of Sir John ('a'Siir, Knt., who was the f»«'oond 
surviviii;,^ son <if Sir. J alius C'jusar, Knt., Master iA llio Rolls. 
Mr. KolH.M't ('.I'sar marrie<l the |MM*t's sister Joliannii, hy 
M'hom he ha<l three <lau;;hter:«, co-heirs — Anne, .Juliana, and 
Johanna. Tiiese are the ladies connneniorateil in the text. 
See Loimjk's Lift o/Sir JtUinn Ctftar^ IS'JT, p. *>4. 

* Oriirinal reads MjJeinlot'*. 

' This word i:i here use<l to signify simply resemftfance 
or cojit/. 

* f. e. (juartercHl. CanUm, in heraldry, is a stpiaro st{)ace 
at one of the corners of a shield of arms. 
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He views in each the brav'ry^ of all Ide ; 
Whilst one, as once three, doth his soul divide. 
Then sighs so equally they're glorious all : 
What pity the whole tcoi'ld is but one ball I 




PEINTURK 

A PAKBOYRICK TO THE BEST PICTURE OF FRIENDSHIP, 

MR. PET. LILLY. 

F Pliny, Lord High Treasurer of all* 
Natures exchequer shuffled in this our ball,^ 
PeintuTO her richer rival did admire. 
And cry'd she ^Vrought with more almighty 
fire, 

Thnt jtulgM tho uniuiml>er*d issue of lier scrowl, 

Infinite and various as her niotlier soul, 

That contcmplution into matter brought, 

IhxIvM Mcaa, an«l could form a thouglit. 

"Why ilo I pause to couch the cataract,"* 

Aiul th<* grosse pearls from our dull eyes abstract. 



* Bravery here meuns, iis it often does in writers of and 
before the time of Lovelace, o beaiUi/iil or Jiiit tptctade^ or 
dimply ittauty. Brave, in the sense oljiat (j^audy or gallant) 
is still in use. 

' An allusion is, of courne, intende<l to Pliny's XcUurat 
Hiatory which, throu^li Holland's translation, became |X>pu- 
lar in En^Iaml after 1601. 

^ I. €. in our globe. 

* A term borrowed from the medical, or ratlier surgical, 
vocabulary'. ** To couch a cataract " (t. t, in the eye) is to 
remove it by surgical process. 
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That, powerful Lilly, now awaken'd we 
This new creation may behold by thee 1 

To thy victorious |)encil all, that eyes 
And minds can reach, do bow. The deities 
Bold Poets first but feign'd, you do and make. 
And from your awe they our devotion take. 
Your beauteous pallet first defined Love's Queen, 
And made her in her heav'nly colours seen ; 
You strung the l)ow of the Bandite her son,^ 
And tipp*d his arrowes with religion. 
Neptune as unknown as his fish might dwell. 
But that you seat him in his throne of shell. 
The thunderers artillery and brand. 
You fancied Rome in his fantastick hand ; 
And the ^mle friglits, the pains, and fears of hell 
First from your sullen melancholy fell. 
Who cleft th' infernal dog*s loath'd head in three. 
And spun out Il^'dni's fifty necksl b}' thee 
As preiK)sse.ssM w' enjoy th* Klizian plain, 
"Which but iHjfure wjis flattered '-^ in our ]>rain. 
Who ere yet viewed airs child invisible, 
A hollow voice, but in thy subtile skill? 
Faint stammVing Eccho you so draw, that we 
The very repeixiussion do see. 

(^\\Vi\\rhuf'Uit-)MH'Uii'^-i\t\\VM an assa}* -^ 
0' til* spring allonls us : i^rjesto, and away I ^ 



* An alliLsion to Lely s pictures of Venus and Cupid. 
' Falsely iwrti-ayed. 

^ A gliin|)sc. 

* Some picture by Lcly, in which the {xiinter introduced 
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Yoa all the year do chain her and her fmitg. 
Boots to their beds, and flowers to their roots. 
Have not mine eyes feasted i' th' frozen Zone 
Upon a fresh new-grown collation 
Of apples, unknown sweets, that seem'd to me 
Hanging to tempt as on the fatal tree. 
So delicately limn'd I vow'd to try 
My^ api>etite impos'd upon my eye 1^ 

You, sir, alone, fame, and all-conqu'ring rime. 
File ' tlie set teeth of all-devouring time. 
When beauty once thy vertuous paint hath on. 
Age needs not call her to vermilion ; 
Her beams nere shed or change like th' hair of ilay,* 
She scatters fresh her everlasting ra}'. 
Nay, from her ashes her fair virgin fire 
Ascends, that doth new massacres conspire, 
"Whilst wo wipe ott* tlio nuin*rous score of years. 
And do behold our gran(lsir('[s] as our peers ; 



sprinjj bindsonjH?, is mcai)t. Tlio ]>oot fciprus the ropy of 
Nature to Ikj 80 close tliut one iiiijrlit su|»|K)se the S|»rinj^ 
had set in Iwfore the usual time. ^Theeaiivass is reuiovtHi, 
and the illusion is <lispelle<l. " Pra'sto, 'tis away,*' m'ouM 
l>e a preferahle readinj^. 

* I. e. if my ap|>etite, i^<\ Lovelace's style is clli]»tical to 
an almost unoxaniple<l de«rree. 

- The same story, witli variations, has hcen told over and 
over a<rai»i sinee the time of Zeuxis. 
•*' Oriifinal e<lition lias filcx. 

* Hair is here used in what has become (piite an obsolete 
sense. The meaning is outward form, nature, or character. 
The word use<l to Ikj by no means unconnnon; but it is now, 
as was l>efore remarked, out of fashion ; and, indeed, I do 
not think that it is found even in an}* old writer used 
exactl}' in the way in which Lovelace has employed it. 
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With the first father of our house compare 
We do the features of our new-born heir : 
For though each coppied a son, they all 
Meet in thy first and true original. 

Sacred ! luxurious ! what j^rincesse not 
But comes to you to have her self begot ? 
As, when first man was kneaded, from his side 
Is born to's hand a ready-made-up bride. 
He husband to his issue then doth play. 
And for more wives remove the obstructed way : 
So by your art you spring uj) in two noons 
WTiat could not else be form'd by iifteen suns ; 
Thy skill doth animate the prolilick Hood, 
And thy red oyl assimilates to blood. 

Where then, when all the world pays its respect. 
Lies our transali)ine l)arbarous ncgb'ct ? 
When the chast hands of pow'rful Titian 
Had drawn the scourges of our Clod aii«l man, 
And now the top of th' altar did asit*nd 
To crown the heav'nly piece witli a briglit end ; 
Whilst he, who in^ seven languages gave law. 
And always, like the Sun, his subj^'cts saw. 
Did, in his rol>es imperial and g«»M, 
Tlie basis of the d<iubtful ladder hold. 
O Charls!*- a imbler monunienL llian that. 
Which tlnai thine <»wn exeeutnr wert at ! 
When to our hullling Henry^ there eoinphiin'd 
A grieved earl, that thought his honor slain'd : 
Away (frown'd h<;), for your own safeties, hast ! 



* Original reads to, ' Charles V. ' Henry VIII. 

Q 
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In one cheap liour ten coronets I'l cast ; 
But Holbeen's noble and prodigious worth 
Onely the 2)angs of an whole age ])rings forth. ^ 
Henry ! a word so i)rincely saving said, 
It might new raise the mines thou hast made. 

O sacred Peincture ! that dost fairly di-aw, 
What but m mists deep inward Poets saw ; 
Tmxt thee and an Intelligence no odds,^ 
That art of privy council to the gods ! 
By thee unto our eyes they do i)refer 
A stamp of their absti*acted character ; 
Thou, that in frames eteniity dost bind. 
And art a written and a bodv'd mind : 
To thee is ope the Juncto o* th* abysse, 
And its conspiracy detected is ; 
"Wliilest their cabal thou to our sense dost show, 
And in thy scjuare paint'st what they tlireat Ixilow 

Kow, my best Lilly, let's walk haiul in haiul, 
And smile at this un-uiulorstandiug land ; 
Lot them their own dull counterfeits ailore, 
Their rainlx)w-cloatlis atlniire, and no more. 
Within one sliado of thine more substance is, 
Than all their varnishM idol-mistresses : 
Whilst great Vasari and Verniander shall 
Interpret the deep mystery of all, 
And I luito our modern Picts shall show, 
AVhat due renown to thy fair art thev owe 



* A story too well known to rec|iiire rei>etition. The Earl 
is not mentioned. — See Walpolk's Anecdotes of Painting, 
ed. 1862, p. 71. 

^ I. e. no difference. A compliment to Lely's spirituality. 
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In the delineated lives of those, 

By whom this everlasting lawrel grows. 

Then, if they will not gently apprehend, 

Let one great blot give to their fame an end ; 

Whilst no poetick flower their herse doth dresse, 

But perish they and their effigies. 

AN ANNIVERSARY ON THE 

HYIMENEALS OF MY NOBLE KINSMAN,^ 

THO. STANLEY, ESQUIRE.2 

I. 
^HE day is ciirl'd about agen 

To view the splendor she was in ; 

When fii*st with hallowM hands 

The holy man knit tlie mystovious bands 

MHien you two your contracted souls did move 




' Lovelace was connecte<l with the Stanleys through the 
Auchers. The Kentish families, almiit this time, inter- 
married with each other to a verj' hir^c extent, jwirtly to 
indemnify themselves from the consccpiences of ^iavelkind 
tenure (though many had procure<l iwrliamentary relief) ; 
and the Lovelaces, the Stanh\vs, the Hammonds, the San- 
dvses, were all more or less l>ound tojrotlier bv the ties of 
kin(h'ed. See the tree prefixed by Sir Etrerton Brydjres to 
liis edition of llammonffH Po<m>*. 1816, ami the Introduction 
to Sfanhy's PoeniM^ 1814. Sir William Lovelace, the ]>oet's 
grandfather, married Eliziiljcth, daujrhtor of Edward Auclier, 
E?<(|., of Bisho|)s])ourne, near Canterbury, while Sir William 
Hammond, of St. Alban's Court, married, as his second wife, 
Eli7.al>eth, daujrhter of Anthony Aueher, Escj., of Bisho()s- 
l>ourne, by M'hom he had, amonjf other children, Mary, M'ho 
became the wife of Sir Thomas Stanley, of Cumberlow, 
father of Thoi^s Stanley, the |K>et, historian, and translator 
cf Bion, &c. 

- See The Poemn of William Hammotulj 1655, edited bv Sic 
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Like chcnibims above, 
And did make love, 
As your un-understanding issue now, 
In a glad sigh, a smile, a tear, a vow. 

II. 
Tell me, O self-reviving Sun, 
In thy i>erigrination 

Hast thou beheld a pair 
Twist their soft ].>eanis like these in their chast air ? 
As from bright numlM?rlesse im])racing rayes 
Are sprung th' industrious dayes. 
So when tliey gaze, 
And cliange their fertile eyes with the new mom, 
A iKJauteous offspring is shot forth, not bom. 

III. 

1)0 witness tlicMi, all-srcing Sun, 

Old spy, thou that thy raco hast run j 

In full livi' tlic)usan«l rings ; ^ ' 

To thee wore over pun'i* ollorings 

Sent on tlio Avings of Faith ? and thou, Xigjit,- 

Curtain of their delight, 

\\\ these made hriirht. 

Have you not niaik'd their ca-lestial play, 

And no more jx-ek'd iIm- gayeties of day? 



E. Brydgcs, ISKJ, p. 5-4, Mliore there is a similar |)ocm on 
Stanley ami his l>ri<lo from the pen of Hammond, wlio also 
claimeil relationship with the then newly-marrie<l poet. 
The best nccount of Stanley ia in the reprint of his Poems 
and Translations, IS 14, 8vo. 

* Meaning that the earth ha<l made ">(KM)re^lut ions round 
the sun ; or, in other words, that the sun was 5000 yeai*s old, 

' Original reads and thou ofnujht. 
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IV. 

Come then, pale virgins, roses strow, 
Mingled with los as you go. 
The snowy ox is killM, 
The fane with pros*lyte lads and lasses fiird, 
You too may hoi>e the siune seraphic joy, 
Old time cannot destroy, 
Kor fulnesse cloy ; 
When, like these, you shall stamp by sympathies 
Thousands of new-born-loves with your chaste eyes. 



OX SAXAZAR^S BEIXG HOXOUllED 

WITH SIX HUNDRED DUCKETS BY THE 
CLARISSIMl OF VENICE, 

FOR COMPOSING AN ELIGIACK HEXASTICK OF THE CITY. 

A SATYRE. 

"WAS a ])lith prince* exchangVl five hun- 
dred crowns 
For a fair turnip. Dig, dig on, O clowns 
But how this comes ahout, Fates, can you 
tell, 
This more then Maid of Meurs, this miracle 1 




' Louis XI. of France was tlic ]>rince here intended. See 
Afery TcUen and Quirkt AiiMtcerH, No. 2.3 (e<l. Hazlitt). I fear 
that if Lovelace had derived his) knowledge of this incident 
from the little work nientione<l, he would have licen still 
more sarcastic ; for Louis, in the yWe^ and Quiche AnntctrSf 
is made to give, not 500 crowns for a turnip, but 1000 
crowns for a iiiodish. 
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Let me not live, if I think not St. Mark 

Has all tlie oar, as well ns beasts, iu's ark ! 

Ko wonder 'tis he marries the rich sea, 

But to betroth him to nak'd Poesie, 

And with a bankrupt muse to merchandise ; 

His treasures iK^ams, sui-e, have i)ut out his eyes.^ 

His conquest at Lepanto- I'l let i)ass. 

When the sick sea with turhants night-cai:)M was ; 

And now at Candie his full courage shown. 

That wan'd to a wan line the half-half moon.^ 

This is a wreath, this is a victorie, 

Csesur himself wouKl have look'd i)ale to see, 

And in the height of all his triumphs feel 

Himself but chain'd to such a mighty wheel. 

And now me thinks we ape Augustus state. 
So ugly we his high worth imitate, 
Monkoy his godlike glories ; so that we 
Keep light and form witli such deformitie, 

* IVi luips Lovelace is rather too severe on iSannuzaro. That 
writer is »*ii<l to have octnipietl twenty yciirs in the conii)osi- 
tion of his iK)eni on the liirth of the Saviour, for which he 
probjibly (lid not receive a .sixth jKUt of the sum jKiid to him 
for his liexastic on Venice ; and so he deserved this little 
windtal, which came out of the inxiket of a(iovernment rieli 
enough to pav it ton times over. 8ee Corniano's Vita di 
JacojH) SauitazarOy preiixed to the edition of his Arrculittf 
publi.sheil at Mihm in 18O0. Amonj^^st the translations 
printe<l at the eml of Lucn.sta^ and which it seems very likely 
were among the earliest poetical essiiys of Lovelace, is this 
very epi;^rum of iSanna/aro. As in the case of The Ant, I 
have little doubt that the satire was suggested by the 
translation. 

'-' The battle of Lei)anto, in which Don John of Austria 
and the Venetians defeated the Turks, 1571. 

' The Turkish crescent. 
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As I have seen an arrogant baboon 
With a small piece of glasse zany the sun. 

Home to her bard, who did her battails sing, 
Indiiferent gave to poet and to king ; 
Witli the same lawrells were his temples fraught. 
Who best had^ written, and who best had fought ; 
The self same fame they equally did feel, 
One's style ador'd as mucli as t' otlier's steel. 
A chain or fasces she coukl tlien ailbrd 
The sons of Phoebus, we, an axe or cord ; 
Sometimes a coronet was her renown, 
And ours, the dear prerogative of a crown. 
In marble statu'tl walks great Lucan la}', 
And now we walk, our own palt', statua. 
They the whole year with ro.ses crownd wouKl dine. 
And we in all December know no wine ; 
Disciplined, dieted, sure there hath l»in 
Ods 'twixt a i)oet and a Cai)uchin. 

Of princes, women, wine, to sing I .see 
Is no apocry[>ha : for to rise high 
Commend this olio of this lord 'lis lit : 
jS'ay, ten to one, but you have ])art of it ; 
There is that justice left, since you maintain 
llis table, he should counter-fee«l vour brain. 
Then write how well he in his sack hath droU'J, 
Straight there's a botth; to your ehamljer roU'd, 
Or with embruider'd words praist* his French suit, 
Month hence 'tis yours with his mans, to boot ; 
Or but applaud his bossM li*gs : two to none. 
But he most nobly doth give you one. 
Or spin an elegie on his false hair : 
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TU well, he cries, but living hair is dear. 
Yet say that out of order thcr's one curl. 
And all the hopes of your reward you furl.^ 

Write a deep epick poem, and you may 
As soon delight them as the opera. 
Where they Diogenes thouglit in his tuh^ 
Never so sowre did look so sweet a club. 

You that do suck for thirst your black quil's blood,' 
And chaw your laboured papers for your food, 
I will inform you how and what to praise. 
Then skin y* in satin as young Lovelace plaies. 
Beware, as you would your fierce guests, your lice. 
To strip the cloath of gold from cherisli'd vice ; 
Rather stand off with awe and reverend fear. 
Hang a poetick pendant in her ear, 
Court her as her adorers do their glasse, 
Though that as much of a true substance has. 
Whilst all the gall from your wild* ink you drain. 
The beauteous sweets of vertucs cheeks to stain ; 
And in your livery let her be known, 
As poor and tatterM as in her own. 
Kor write, nor speak you nion^ of sacred writ. 
But what shall force up your arrested wit. 
Be chast ; religion and her priests your scorn, 
Whilst the vain fanes of iiliots vou adorn. 

ft/ 

It is a mortal errour, you must know. 
Of any to speak good, if he be so. 



' Close, or shut up. 

^ t. e. Avrite as a means of subsistence. 

' Unrefined. 
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Bay], till your edged breath flea ^ your raw throat, 
And bum remarks * on all of gen'rous note ; 
Each verse be an indictment, be not free 
Sanctity 't self from thy scurrility. 
Libel your father, and your dam buffoon, 
The noblest matrons of the isle lampoon, 
Wliilst Aretine and 's bodies you dispute, 
And in your sheets your sister prostitute. 

Yet there belongs a sweetnesse, softnesse too, 
Which you must pay, but first, pray, know to who. 
There is a creature, (if I may so call 
Tliat unto which they do all prostrate fall) 
Term'd mistress, when they*r angry ; but^ pleas'd high, 
It is a princesse, saint, divinity. 
To this tliey sacrifice the whole days light, 
Then lye with their devotion all niglit ; 
For this you are to dive to the abysse, 
And rob for pearl the closet of some fish. 
Arabia and Sabsea you must strip 
Of all their sweets, for to supply her lip ; 
And steal new fire from heav'n, for to repair 
Her unfledg'd scalp with Berenice's hair ; 
Then seat her in Cassioi>eia's cliair. 
As now you're in your coach : save you, bright sir, 
(O, spare your thanks) is not this finer far 
Then walk un-hided, when that everv stone 
Has knockM acipiaintancc witli your ankle-bone 1 
When your wing'd papers, like the last dove, nere 
Return'd to quit you of your hope or fear, 

> Flaj, excoriate. ' Original reads all marks. 
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But left you to the mercy of your host 
And your days fare, a fortified toast. ^ 

How many 1>attels, sung in epick strain, 
Would have procur'd your head thatch fix>ni the i-aiii 
Not all the arms of Thelws and Troy won hi get 
One knife but to anatomize your meat, 
A funeral eiegie, witli a sad lxK)n,*- 
Might make you (hei I) sip wine Hko niaccaroou ; ^ 
But if perchance there did a rilxind"* come, 
Not the train-bimd so fierce with all its drum : 
Yet with your torch you homeward would retii^, 
And heart'ly wish your l>ed your fun'ral pyre. 

With what a fury have I known you food 
Upon a contract and the ho[)cs *t might speed ! 
Not the fair bride, impatient of delay. 
Doth wish like you the beauties of that day ; 
Hotter than all the roasted cooks you sat 
To dresse the fricace of your al[)hal)ot, 
Which sometimes would bo drawn dough anagranie,* 



* A hard toasted crust. 

' A fee or gratuity j^iveii to a iKJct on a mournful occjisioii, 
and made more liberal l)y the cireuinstiinces of iiliiiction in 
which the donors are placed. 

^ Generally, u mere coxcomb or dandy ; but here the poet 
implies a man about town who is ricli enough to indulge in 
fashionable luxuries. 

"* Tlie ribbon bv wlii<'h the star of an order of kni(;hthoo<i 
was attached to tlie breast of the fortunate recipient. It 
sometimes also stood for the arndet worn bv gentlemen in 
our jKHJt's day, as a mark of some lady's esteem. See 
Shirley's Poema (Works, vi. 440). 
A crude anagram. 
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Sometimes acrostick parched in the Hame ; ^ 
Then posies stewed with sippets, mottos by : 
Of minced verse a miserable pye. 
How many knots slip'd, ere you twist their name 
With th* old device, as both their heart's the same ! 
Whilst like to drills the feast in your false jaw 
You Avould transmit at leisure to your maw ; 
Then after all your fooling, fat, and wine, 
Glutton'd at last, return at home to pine. 

Tell me, O Sun, since lirst your beams did play 
To night, and did awake the sleeping day ; 
Since first your steeds of light their race did start, 
Did you ere blush as now 1 C)h thou, that art 
The common fatiier to tiiu base pissmire. 
As well as great Aicides, did the lire 
From thine owne altar which the gods adore, 
Kindle the souls of gnats and wasps Ijefore ? 

Who would delight in his chast eyes to see 
IJormise to strike at lights of poosie 1 
Faction and envy now are- ilowiiright rage. 
Once a live-knotleil whi]» there was, tlio stage : 
The beadle and the executioner. 
To whip small errors, an*! the great ones tear; 



* An imiK-Tfcct aci-ostic. Few readers* re<iuiru to be told 
that anagrams and aerosties were lornierly ono of the most 
fa:$hionable sjiecies of coni|Hjsition. Ltivelace here pictures 
a jioetasler ** stewing*' hi.s l>rains with a iK)eni of tliis de- 
scription, which of coiu\*h; demanded a certain amount of 
tedious and minute attention to the arrangement of tlie 
name of the individual to wlitim the anagram or acrostic 
wa.s to be addreswefl, an<l this was esi>ecially the case, where 
the writer contemplated a doubit acrostic. 

^ Original reads m. 
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Kow, as cr'e Kinirod the first king, he writes : 

Tliat's Ktrongest, th' ablest deepest bites. 

Tlie muses weeping fly their hill, to see 

Tlieir noblest sons of ])eace in mutinie. 

0>uM there nought else this civil war compleat, 

But poets raging witli poetick lieat, 

Tearing themselves and th' endlesse wreath, as though 

Immortal they, their wrath should bo so, too ? 

And doubly fir'd Apollo bums to see 

In silent Helicon a naumachie. 

Parnassus hears these at his first alcirms ; 

Never till now Minerva was in arms. 

more then conqu'ror of the world, great Rome ! 
Thy heros did witli gentleness or'e come 

Thy foes themselves, but one another first, 

"Whilst envy stript nlone was left, and burst 

The learnM Decemviri, *tis true, did strive. 

But to add flames to keep their fame alive ; 

Whilst the eternal lawrel hung ith' air : 

Kor of these ten sons was there found one heir. 

Like t<» the golden tripotl, it did pass 

From this to this, till 't came to him, whose 'tAvas. 

CcPsar to CJallus trundled it, and he 

To Miiro : Maro, Naso, unto thee 1 

Naso to his Tilmllus flung the wreath, 

He to Catullus thus did each becjueath. 

This glorious circle, to another roimd, 

At last the temples of their go<l it ])ound. 

1 might l)elieve at least, that each might have 
A quiet fame contented in his grave, 

Envy the living, not the dead, doth bite : 
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For after death all men receave their right. ^ 
If it be sacriledge for to profane 
Their holy ashes, what is*t then their flame 1 
He does that wrong unweeting^ or in ire, 
As if one should put out the vestal fire. 

Let earths four {quarters speak, and tliou, Sun, hear 
Now witnessc for thy fellow-traveller. 
I was allyM, dear Uncle,^ unto thee 
In blood, but thou, alas, not unto me ; 
Your vertues, pow'rs, and mine dilierM at best, 
As they whose springs you Siiw, tlie east and wi'st.^ 
Let me awhile be twisted in thy shine, 
And jDay my due devotions at tliy shrine. 



1 Ovid. EL \o. 

- Uinvittinjr. 

^ The Lovohices were connected, not only with the 

Hammonds Auchers, &c., but on the niotlier's side with the 

family of Sandys. See Herry's Ktnt iit ntalo*jt* ", wliich, 

however, are not by any means invariably reliable. The 

subjoined is partly from Berry : — 

Edwin Sandys, =j Cenilia, <la. t>f Thomas 
Archbisliop of Wilfonl, of Cranbrouk, 
York, ob. i.5SS. Co. Kent, Es<|.t>b. IGlU. 



1 



Edwin 
Sandvs 



[Sir]=f(4tldy) ( ath- Cii:oK<:K, trans- Anne— Sir William 
erine, <la. of latoroftlio llarnts, of 

SirK.Hulke- l*salnis,&o..t»b. Wtxiiwioli, 

Icy.of Anj:le- 11)43-4, Love- tbr |»oet*s 

sev. laces t/rruf- n».-it«-rMal 

unrk". irraiidtwtlKT. 

Hichard Sandys Esti.-^llestfr, da. ot Edwin AucIkt. si c-und 

son of Anthony Aucher. Eh|., of 
Bishopsbuurne. 

* [Cicorjije] Sandys publishe<l, in Itil;"*, his ** Relation of a 
Journey Begun .\.d. IGlU," &c., which l>ecame very |K>pidar, 
and was fre<iuently reprinted. 
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Might learned Waynman ^ rise, who went with thee 
In thy heav'ns work beside divinity, 
I should sit still ; or mighty Falkland ^ stand 
To justifie with breath his powerful hand ; 
Tlic glor}', that doth circle your pale urn, 
Might hallowed still and undefiled burn : 
But I forbear. Flames, that are wildly tlirown 
At sacred heads, curie back ujK)n their own ; 
Sleep, heavenly Sands, whilst what they do or write, 
Is to give God himself and you your right. 

There is not in my mind one sullen * fate 
Of old, but is concentred in our state : 
Yandall ore-nmners, Goths in literature : 
Ploughmen that would Parnassus new-manure ; 
Ringers of verse that all-in-chinie, 
And toll tlie cliaiigcs upon every rime. 



* " There was Seldeii, and lie siit close by the chair ; 
Waininan not far off, winch was very fair." 

SrcKMN«;*s Si'ssioH of the Poets. 

- ** Hales set by himself, most frravely did smile 
To see them ahout nothinnf keep such a wil ; 
A-jioUo had spie<l him, Imt knowinj; his mind 
Past hy, and call'd Fafk/rnnl^ that sat just behind. 
He was of late so j;one witli divinity, 
That he had almost forj^ot his jM^etry, 
Thou<;li to say the truth (and Apo'h did know it) 
He miLjht have heeii hoth his priest and in^et.'' 

SrcKMN«;'s StHsion of (he Poetn. 

Loi-d Falkland was a contrihutor to J oui^on us Virhius, 1638, 
and M'as well known in his day as an occasional writer. 

^ Sufien is here use<l in the sense of misrhierous. In Wor- 
cester's Dictionary an example is piven of its employment 
by Drydeu in a similar sij^nification. 
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A mercer now by tli* yard does measure ore 
An ode, which was but by the foot before ; 
Deals you an ell of epigram, and swears 
It is the strongest and the finest weal's. 
Ko wonder, if a drawer verses rack, 
If 'tis not his, 't nijiy be the spir't of sack ; 
"Whilst the fair bar-maid stroaks the muses teat, 
For milk to make the posset up com pleat 

Arise, thou rev'rend shade, great Johnson, rise ! 
Break through thy marble natural disguise ! 
Behold a mist of insects, whose meer breath 
Will melt thy hallowed leaden house of death. 
What was Crispinus,^ that you should defie 
The age for him 1 ^ He duret not look so high 
As your immortal rod, he still did stjuid 
Ilonour'd, and held his foreliead to thy brand. 
Tlicse scorpions, with which we have to do. 
Are fiends, not only small but deadly too. 
Well mightst thou rive thy quill up to the back, 



* Thomas Decker, the dnimatist and poet, M'liom Joiison 
attacked in his Pottanttr^ 1C02, under the name of CrUpinns, 
Decker retorted in Satiromastix, printed in the same ye&r, 
in which Jonson ap|)ears as Yomnj JJorare. 
^ An allu.^ioii tt) tlie lines : 

** Come, leave the loathed st-ajre, 
And the more loatlisome a;jo," 
prefixed to the Xnf Iinif, l(X:il, Svo. Jonson *.s adopted son 
Randolph ex(K)stulated Avith him on this occasion in the ode 
lieginning : — 

** Ben, doe not leave the sta^je, 
'Cause 'tis a loathsome ajje." 

Randolph's Pocmsy 1640, p. 64. 
•Carew and others did the same. 
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And scrue thy lyre's grave chords, untill they cntck. 

For though once hell resented musick, these 

Divels will not, but are in worse disease. 

How would thy uiasc'line spirit, father Beu, 

Sweat to behold basely deposed men, 

Jufltled from the prerogative of their bed. 

Whilst wives are per'wig*d with their husbands head ? 

Each snatches the male quill from his faint hand, 

And must both nobler write and understand. 

He to her fury the soft plume doth bow : 

pen, nere truely justly slit till now ! 

Xow as her self a poem she doth dresse. 

And curls a line, as she would do a tresse ; 

Powders a sonnet as she does her hair. 

Then prostitutes them both to publick aire. 

Kor is 't eiiougli, that they tlieir faces blind 

AVitli a false dye ; but they must paint their mind, 

111 ineeter scold, antl in scanii'd order bi*awl, 

Yet there's one Sapho ^ left may save them all. 

lUit now let me recal my passion. 
Oh ! (from a iiolJe father, iiol)ler son) 
Yon, that alone are the Clarissimi, 
An«l th<' whole gen'rons state of Venice be, 
It shall not be recorded Sanazar 
Shall luiast inthron'd alone this new mad«^ star; 
You, whose correcting swcetnesse hath forbad 
Shame to the good, antl glory to the bad; 
Whose honour hath ev'n into vertue tam'd 



^ Kiitlierine Philips, the viafrhiess Oritnfa^ h. lG31,d. 1604. 
Jeremy Tavlor oddresseil to her his *' Measures and Otiices 
of Friendship," 1657, and CoM'ley wrote an ode ujwn her 
death. 
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These swarms, that now so angerly I naiu*d. 

Forgive what thus distempered I indite : 

For it is hard a sattp'e not to write. 

Yet, as a virgin that heats all her blood 

At the first motion of bad ^ understood. 

Then, at meer thought of fair chastity. 

Straight cools again the tempests of her sea : 
So when to you I my devotions raise, 
All wrath and storms do end in calm and praise^ 



COMMENDATORY VERSES, 

PREFIXED TO VARIOUS PUBLICATIONS 

BETWEEN 1652 AND 165L 

TO MY 

DEAR FRIEND MR. E[LDRED] R[EVETT].-^ 

ON HIS POEMS MORAL AND DIVINE. 

LEFT as the top of the inspired hill, 
Struggles the soul of my divided quill, 
Whilst thisfootdoth the watry mount aspire, 
That 8inai*s living and enlivening tire, 

1 By motion of had I presume the iK)et means wichtd 
impuiae. 

' Revett has some verses to the memory of Lovehice, which 
will be found among the Elegies at the end of the volume. 
The present lines were api>arently written for a projected 
edition of Revett's |X)ems, which, for some unknown roaaon, 
was never published. Revett has also verses prefixed to The 

R 
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Lehold my ix)wer« stonuM by atwistc<l IiV'iL 
0' ill' Sua and his, fii-st kindled his si;<:hr. 
And njy lost thoughts invoke the prince c»f Way, 
My right to th* spring of it and him dri juay. 

Say, hapi>y 3'outh, crown'd with a h«*av*iily lay 
Of tlio first flame, and interwi-oathcd Uiy, 
Inform my soul in labour to l)egin, 
las or Anthems, 1 Vans or a Hymue. 
Shall I a hecatoml»e on thy triiKnl slay, 
Or my devotions at thy altar pay 1 
While which t' adore th' amaz'd world «amiMt i«di. 
The sublime Urim or deep omcle. 

Hoark ! how the moving choixls tenipti- .mi- I. rain. 
As when Ai>ollo serenades tlie main. 
Old Ocean snftmtlis his sullen furrowM fr«»ni, 
And Xevcids do glide soft measures out ; 
AVhilst til* air jmts on its skvkest, sinnMilnsi, t;i.-.-. 
And carh doth tin*n tlie otliei-s looking ;jl:<ssi- : 
So by I he sinewy Ivre now strouk we s«-.- 
Into soft eahns nil storm of poesie, 
And former thundering and liglitning liip>. 
And verse now in its native lustre shin«>. 

How wert tliou hiil within llivself ! Ifw >lnn \ 
Thy pretious Iliads lockM up in a nut ! 
2\(»t hearing of thee tlioii d»)st break oin -ir.'iiu:. 
Invading forty tbousaml men in song : 



lioinU <:amt of Chrsst I'/af/, lOoCi ; to.!///'* ""•/ i^'fli-'jutf^, 
by John (ininMe, l()r>G ; jukI to Hall's tiansljo Inn ..t i)i< f '«»)i. 
mtut of Jiiiiorhs u}'0)i the. dol'hu Va'''*s 0/ /'«///•<»«/•.» »•.. h".."»7. 
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Aiid we, secure in our tliiii empty heat, 
Now find ourselves at once surprised and beat, 
^^^lilst tlie most valiant of our wits now sue, 
Fling down their arms, ask quarter too of you. 

So cabin'd up in its diguis'd coai*se^ rust, 
And scurf *d all ore with its unseemly crust. 
The diamond, from 'midst the humbler stones, 
Sparkling shoots forth the price of nations. 

Ye safe unriddlers of the stars, pray tell. 
By what name shall I stamp my miracle ? 
Thou strange inverted -/lilson, that leap'st ore 
From thy first infancy into fourscoiv, 
That to thine own self hast the midwife playM, 
And from thy brain spring'st forth- the heav'nly maid ! 
Thou staffe of him bore"^ him, that Ijore our sins, 
"Wliich, but set down, to bloom and bear l>egins ! 
Thou rod of Aaron, with one motion hurlM, 
Bud'sf* a perfume of flowei-s through the world ! 
You^ strange calcined ''• seeds within a glass, 
Kach si>ccics Ida»a fii)rin^'st as 'twas ! 

' Orijfinal lias conrMt. 

' Tlii» is onlv one instance anion«L; nianv wliicli nii«;ht be 
eite<l from Lurnsfa of the eniploynient of an intran?«itive 
verb in a ti*nnsitive JsijrniHfralion. 
•• /. c. that hoi'K him. "* i. t, thnf hmVsf, ^ Ori^. lias thou. 
"This woixl, now eni|>Ioye<l only in a sjiecial j^t-nsie, was 
fornieily a very connnon and favourite ineta|»iijr. Thus 
I^Htl \Vej*tn»orelan«l, in Xxxr^Otin Swra^ KUS, p. Ill, ^favi*: — 
** When all the vertue we can here put o:i 
li* hut refine*! inifierfection, 
Corruption calcined — ** 

See also p. VM of the >anie volume. 
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Bright vestal flame tliat^ kindled but ev'ii now. 
For ever dost tliy sacred Ares throw ! 

Thus the repeated acts of Xestor*s age, 
That now had three times ore out-liv'd the stage. 
And all those beams contracted into one, 
Alcides in his cradle hath outdone. 

But all these flourishing hiews, ^vith which I di& 
Thy A'irgiu paper, now are vain as I : 
For 'bove the poets Heav*n th' art taught to sliino 
And move, as in thy proper crystalline ; 
Whence that mole-hill Parnassus thou dost view. 
And us small ants there dabbling in its deAV ; 
Whence thy seraphic soul such hymns doth plaj". 
As those to which first danced the first day, 
Where with a thorn from the world-ransoming ivreath 
Thou stung, dost aatiphons and anthems breathe ; 
Where with an Angels quil dipM i' th' Lambs blood. 
Thou sing'st our Pelicans all-saving flood, 
And batli'st thy thoughts in ever-living streams, 
Rench'd^ from earth's tainted, fat and heavy steams. 
There move translated youth inroird i' th* quii-e. 
That only doth with wlioly lays inspire ; 
To whom his Imrning coach Eliah sont, 
And th* royal prophet-priest his harp hath lont ; 
Which thou dost tune in consort unto those 
Clap wings for ever at each halluwM closr : 
Whilst we, now weak and fainting in our praise, 
Sick echo ore thy Halleluiahs. 

' Rinsed. 
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ON 

THE BEST, LAST, AND ONLY REMAINING 

COMEDY OF MR. FLETCHER. 

THE WILD GOOSE CHASE.i 

'M un-ore-clowded, too ! free from the mist ! 
The blind and late Ileavcn's-eyes great 

Occulist, 
Obscured with the false fires of his sceme, 
Not half those souls are lightned by this theme. 

Unhappy murmurers, that still repine 
(After th' Eclipse our Sun doth brigliter shine), 
Recant your false grief, and your true joys know ; 
Your blisse is endlesse, as you fear'd your woe ! 
AVliat fortunate flood is this ! what storm of wit ! 
Oil, who would live, and not orc-whelmM in it ? 
No more a fatal Deluge sliall l)e hurl'd ; 
This inundation hath sav'd the world. 
( )nce more the miglity Fletcher dotli arise, 
Roab'd in a vest 8tud<led with stars and eyes 
Of all his former glories ; his last worth 
Imbroiderd with what yet light ere brought forth. 
See ! in this glad farewel he doth appear 
♦Stuck with the Constellations of his Sphere, 



* ** Tht WUd-GooKt Chajte, A Comedie : As it hath been 
acted with singular applause at the DIackfritra, Being the 
Noble, Last, and Onely Rtmaincs of those Incomparable 
DramaltBts, Francis Beaumont and John Fletclier, Gent. 
London : Printed for Humphrey Woscley, 1652," £oho» 
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Fearing ire numVd fear'd no flagration. 
Hath currd all Jiia fires in this one one ; 
Which (as they guard his hallowed cliost uni) 
The dull aproaching hereticks do bum. 

Fletcher at his adieu carouses thus 
To tlie luxurious ingenious, 
As Cleopatra did of old out-vie, 
Th' un-uumb'red dishes of her Anthony, 
Wlien (he at th' empty board a wondcrcr) 
Smiling slie^ calls for i^earl and vinegar, 
First pledges him in's Breath, then at one draught 
Swallows Three Kiwjdoms of To his bed thotigJU. 

Hear, oh ye valiant writers, and subscribe ; 
(His force set by) y'are conquered by this bribe. 
Though you hold out your selves, he doth commit 
In this a sacrcil treason in your wit ; 
Althougli in iHjenis desiKTatoly stout, 
Give up : this overture must buy you out. 

Thus with soiiio prodigal us'rer *t doth fare. 
That keeps liis gold still vaylM, his steel-breast l^are ; 
That doth exceed his coifors all hut's eye. 
And his eyes* idol the wing'd l)eity : 
That cannot lcK*k his mines with half the art 
As some rich beauty doth his wretched heart ; 
Wild at his r«»al [Hjverty, an<l so wise 
To win her, turns himself into a prise 



^ Singer rciids Ac, but original i*h(^ as aliove. Of course 
Clco|vitra is meant. 



>^rrf«i** ' 
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First siartl«?s lirr with tli' einerakl ^Facl-Lovcr^ 
The nil»v Ana.s,'- least she sliouKl recover 
Her <l:i/.l«*J tliought, a Diamond ho throws, 
SpI«Mi«ljM iit all the bright Aspatia's woes;" 
TImmi to sum up the abstract of his store, 
H«' riiiij^'s a ropt' t»f Pearl of forty^ more. 
All, S4M' ! tlw sta«;g'ring virtue faults ! which he 
B<*li«»Mini,', <larts his Wealths P^pitome ;'* 
Ami ii«»w, to rousunimate her wished fall, 
Shows this one Carbuncle, that darkens all. 

TO 

MV NOIil.i: KINSMAN THOMAS STAXLEV,'- ES<,>. 
n\ Ills lA'RICK POEMS COMPOSED 
HV MPv. JOHX OAMHLE." 

r. 
fM >«..^^_^ ||^.|. ,,j^..^,j^ |^]jj^ statelv tablatun*. 

The ballanre of thv streins, 
AVhit-h soonis, in stead of siftin.i^' pun*, 
'I* extend and r;uk thy veins ? 




'■' TIf .\/fitt/'.< Tifi'f*'dtfy l.»v HeuunuMit and Fletcher, JG19. 

• SIhiiiIJ ^^*^ n.it read .^y>y, and uii(hrr*tatid tlie collected 
e<liti«Mi Mt K**:iiiiit«»iit niid Flet<*lier*s Works iti l(>47? 

• Tlif n'//./-/.'»M#«». Chanty which is also Hp|Mtreiitly the 
CVi #•'///«••/♦' iiiiMit i*Mitil two lines lower down. 

•• Tin •III.!'. St;inl»'y, Es4|., author of the //i"'"/// *>/* l*hih»- 
^"I'lnt, .'«»»d Mil flf^jint |N)et and tninslator, v. Hii/ttui. 

I^i\i-l;i«-f u roll- these lines for -lyrr-f and JtiaJotjuf^. Tit 
be *tufi tu tltK TlfurttOf Lute, Of ISaMf-Vioif : By .Tolni Cianihle, 
Loiid«Mi. Print r'd l.y William < lodhid for the Author, 165<>. 
f<»li«». I'l'lif wor*!.* are hy Stanley.] 

• "WimhI. ill liis account of thi> |»erson, vol. i. rol. iS."*, 
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Thy Odes first their o^yu hannony did break 
For singing, troth, is but in tunc to speak. 

11. 
Nor trus^ thy golden feet and wings. 

It may2 be thought false melody^ 
T* ascend to heav'n by silver strings ; 

This is Urania's heraldry. 
Thy royal poem now we may extol, 
As* truly Luna blazon'd upon Sol. 

III. 
As when Amphion first did call ' 

Each listning stone froni's den ; 
And with his* lute did form the^ wall. 

But with his words the men ; 
So in your twisted numbers now you thus 
Not only stocks perswade, but ravish us. 

IV. 

Thus do your ayrs ccclio ore 

The notes and antliems of the sphaeres, 



conjectures that man}' of tlie «on<^s in the above collection 
<Gamble'8 Ayres, &c. 1659), were written by the learned 
Thomas Stanley, Es<j., author of the History of Philosophy, 
and seemingly with good reason, for they resemble, in the 
conciseness and elegant turn of them, those jMjems of his 
printed in 1651, containing translations from Anacreon, 
Bion, Moschus and others." — Hawkins. 

* Luca^ta and Ayt'e^ and JJia/o'/nes read thnst which leaves 
no meaning in this passage. 

' Old editions have may it, 

" Harmonie — Ayres and Dialofjnet, &c. 

* Original reads and, and so also the Ayren and DiaJo*/ites, 
^ Old editions have the, 

* So the Ayres and Dialogues, LuraUa has his. 
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And their whole consort back restore, 

As if earth too woukl blcsse Heav'ns ears ; 
But yet the spoaks, by whicli they scalM so high, 
Gamble hath wisely laid of ut re mi. 



TO DR. F. B[EALE] ; OX HIS BOOK 

OF CHESSE.1 

IR, how unravell'd is the golden fleece : 
Men, that could only fool at fox and geese, 
^^5^g» Are new-made polititians^ by thy book, 

And both can judge and conquer with a look. 
The hidden fate •• of princes you unfold ; 
Court, clergy, commons, l>y your law contrord. 
Strange, serious wantoning all that they 
BlustcrM and elutter'd for, you ^>/ay. 




* These lines, amon^ tlie last wliicli Lovelace ever wrote, 
were originally prefixe<l to **Tlie Royal (tame of Chesse- 
Play. Sometimes the Reci'ention of the late King, with 
many of the Nobility. Illustrated with almost an hundred 
gambetts. Being the Study of Bi(x:}n'no, the famous Italian 
[Published by Francis Beafe.]' Loiul. 1G56, 12mo. 

* The text of 16.56 has, erroneously no doubt, jiolitians, 

* Text of UiTAi ha^ fates. 



250 



POEMS. 




TO THE GKNIUS OF MK. JOHX HALL 

ox HIS EXACT TRANSLATION' OF HIEROCLES HIS 
COMMENT UI»(»N THE dOLDEX VEUSE.S 
OF rYTIIA(JORAS.^ 

IS not from cheap thanks thinly to repay 
Til' immortal grovo of thy fair-oi\ler'd baj' 
Thou plante^Vst round my humble faue,^ 
that I 
Stick on thy hearse this sprig of P^legie : 
Xor that your soul eo fast was linkM in me, 
That now I've lK>th, since't has forsjiken thee : 
That thus I stiind a Swisse before th}* gate, 
And dare, for such another, time and fate. 
Alas I our faiths made difrorent essays, 
Our Minds and Merits brake two several wavs ; 
Justici' comniaiuls 1 wake tliy learned dust. 
And truth, in whom all causes center must. 

l><'h<>ld I when but a youth, thou fierce <lidst whip 
Upright the crooked aj^'o, and gilt vice i: trip ; 



* Tlicse lines were orij^iiuilly prelixtNl to ** Hicroclea \\\>oii 
the Ciohlen Verses of 1*\ thajj^oras. Tcachinj^ a Virtuou^ 
and Worthy Life. Translutejl by .h»hn Hall, of Durliaiu, 
E9<iuiro. OpHt Po-'ithiimnm.'^ I^)n«i. KioT, 12ino. (Th«» 
copy amonj^ tlie Kinj^'s jKiinphlets in the Hritisli Museum 
apt>ear!} to have l>een |)un;hase<l on the SthSept. Il>.">(j.) TJic 
variations between the texts of I60G and Km'J are chieii\ 
Utend, hut a careful collation has ena1tlc<l me to rectify one 
or two errors of the press in Lurasta. 

' Lovelace refers to the lines which Hall wrote in com- 
mcndation of Lurasta, 1G49. 
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A senator prsetext,^ that knew'st to sway- 
The fasces, yet under the ferula ; 
Ranked with the sage, ere blossome did thy chin, 
Sleeked without, and hair all ore witliin, 
Who in the school coukVst argue as in scliools : 
Thy lessons were ev*n academic rules. 
So that fair Cam saw thee matriculate, 
At once a tyro and a graduate. 

At nineteen, what Esmt/e^' have we Ijcheld ! 
That well might have the Ixjok of Dogmas swcllM ; 
Tough Paradoxes, such as Tully's, thou 
Didst heat thee with, when snowy was thy brow, 
When thy undown'd face mov'd the Nine to shake. 
And of the ^Muses did a decad make. 
Wliat shall I say ? by what allusion l)old 1 
None but tJiP Sim was ere so yoiunj and oil. 

Young reverend shade, ascend awhile ! whilst we 
Now celebrate tliis posthumo victorie, 
This victory, that d<ith contract in death 
Ev'n all the pow'i-s and labours of thy breath. 
Like the Judean Hero,-* in thy fall 
Thou puirst tlic house of learning on us all. 
And as that soldier concpiest doubted not, 
Who but one splinter hail of Cast riot • 



' The Honf Vacirn' of Hall, iG4(), Itjiiio., are here meant. 

' See Beloe*s tninslation of A ftfiit irtlftuSf ii. 80. 

* Jloni' FcK'iivp, or Essiiys and some Occasional Considera- 
tions. Lond. 1640, IGino., witli a {portrait of Hall by William 
Marshall, au, tet, 19. * Sanifnion. 

' Scanderbeg, whose real name wa^ (fcorge Castkiot. 
CoitiHot is aliio one of the dramatiM jursow^ in Fletcher*8 
A'ii»i;A/ 0/ Malta. 
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But would assault ev'n death so strongly charmd. 
And naked oppose rocks, with his ^ bone ^ arm'd ; 
So we, secure in this fair relique, stand ^ 
The slings and darts shot by each profane liand« 
These soveraign leaves thou leftist us are become 
Sear clothes against all Times infection. 

Sacred Hierocles, whose heav'iily thought 
First acted ore this comment, ere it wrote,* 
Thou hast so spirited, elixir'd, we 
Conceive there is a noble alchymie, 
Tliat's turning of this gold to something more 
Pretious than gold, we never knew before. 
Wlio now shall doubt the metempsychosis 
Of the great Author, that shall peruse this ? 
Let others dream thy shadow wandering strays 
In th' Elizian mazes hid witli bays ; . 
Or that, snatcht up in th* upper region, 
'Tis kindled there a constellation ; 
I have informed me, and declare with ease : 
27/// Smd is fled into Hierocles, 



* So tho text of I60O, i.t. of the lines as orij^inally written 
by the |)oet. Lncasta^ I60O, erroneously has thin, 

' ** And lie found a new jawbone of an ass, and put forth 
his hand and took it, and slew a thousand men therewith." — 
Jitdffts, XV. 15. 

* i.e, withstand. 

'* So the text of 1656. Lxtcanta has wrowjht. 
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SANAZARI HEXASTICON. 

IDEKAT Adriacis quondam Nej^tuiius hi 
undis 
8tai*c urbeni et toto jwiiero Jura mari : 
Nunc niilii Taq^ias* <iuantunivis, Jujjiter, 
Arces 
Objice ot ilia niihi nioenia Martis, ait, 
Sen iH'lago Tibrim prefers, iirljcm aspice utniniqiie, 
lllani homines dices, lianc posuissc deos. 



IN VIROILIUM. 1»ENTAI)II. 

Pastoh, arator, cqucs ; pavi, colvii, supcravi ; 
Ca|>ras, nis, liostes;; fron«lo, li«;«)n(», manu. 

1)E SC-KVOLA. 

Lk.tohem pro rcgo necans nunc niutius ultro 
Sacrifice propriam concroniat ignc nianum : 

Miratur Porscnna viruin, j»a»nain<]U(^ rclaxans 
Maxima cum obsccssis fa^dcra a victor init, 

l*his flammis patria; confcrt quam fort i bus arm is, 
Vna domans bcHum fun<»ro dcxtra sua. 



a Home. 




TRANSLATIONS. 

SANAZAR'S HEXASTICK, 

X Ailriatick craves when Xeptune saw, 
The city stand, and give the seas a law : 
Xow i' th' Tarpeian towVs Jove rival me, 
And !>rai's his walls impregnable, Siiid he ; 
I^et seas to Tybor yield ; view botli their ods ! * 
^'ou'l grant that built by men, but this by gods, 

IX ex<;lish. 

A swAix, hind, knight : I fctl, tillM, did command : 
< roats, fields, my foes : with leave.*, a spade, my hand. 

EX(iLISHEl). 

The hand, by which no king but Serjeant- dies, 
.Nfutius in fire doth freely sacrifice ; 
The prince adnn'res the Hero, quits his pains, 
And Victor from the soige pi»ace entertains ; 
liOmoV more ubh'gM to llamef- I'm!) arms or pow'r, 
Wht!i •n.' bi:ij : ;. j.d sliall . ' ■ !•• 'VMr devour.^ 



^ INniiis oi <li!tei*.iu:o or coiitras>t. For fef seas^ &c., we 
Mii^rlit to rcnil shall ^ew, kc. 
' A jHunewlint iiii|»crfect reii<leriii;^ of Li'tor, 
•* The reader will easily ju«lge for himself of the valueless 
• hnractt r of these trunslations ; but it is only just to Love- 
lace to sugge>t that they M-ere probably academic exercises 
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DE CATONE. 

Invigtus victis in partibus omnia Caesar 
Vinccre qui potuit, te, Cato, non potuit. 

ITEM. 

Ictu nou potuit priiuo Cato solvere vitaiu ; 

Defccit tauto vulnere victa manns : 
Altius inseruit digitos, qua spiritus ingeiis 

Exiret, magnum dextera fecit iter. 
Opposuit fortuna moram, involvitque, Catonis 

Scires ut ferro plus valuisse manuiu. 

ITEM. 

JussA manus sacri pectus violare Catonis 
Hsesit, et inceptum victa reliquit opus. 

II ic ait, iiifcsto contra sua vulnera vultu : 

Estne aliquid, niagnus quod Cato non potuit ? 

ITEM. 

Dextkra, quid dubitas ? durum est jugulare Catonem ; 

Sed modo liber erit : jam puto nou dubitas ! 
Fas non est vivo (juenciuam servire Catone, 

Nedum ipsum vincit nunc Cato si moritur. 

' PENTADII. 

NoN est, fulleris, bnee beata nou est 
Quod vos credit is esse, vita non est : 
Fulgentes inanibus videre geiinnas 
Et tcstudineo jacere lecto, 



only, and at the same time to submit that they are not 
much worse than Marlowe's translation of Ovid, and many 
other versions of the Classics then current. 



POEMS. 25T 

OF CATO. 

The world orecome, victorious CsBsar, he 
That conquered all, great Cato, could not thee. 

ANOTHER. 

One stabbe could not fierce Cato's^ life unty ; 

Onely his hand of all that wound did dj. 

Deeper his fingers tear to make a way 

Open, through which his mighty soul might stray. 

Fortune made this delay to let us know, 

That Cato's hand more then his sword could do. 

ANOTHER. 

The hand of sacred Cato, bad to tear 
His breast, did start, and the made wound forbear } 
Then to the gash he said with angry brow : 
And is there ought great Cato cannot do 1 

ANOTHER. 

What doubt'st thou, handl sad Cato 'tis to kill ; 
But he'l 1>e free : sure, hand, thou doubt'st not still f 
Cato alive, 'tis just all men 1x5 free : 
Nor conquci-s he himself, now if he die. 

ENOLISHED. 

It is not, y' are deccavM, it is not blisso 
What you conccave a hapi)y living is : 
To have your Iiands with rubies bright to glow, 
Tlien on your tortoise-bed your iKwly throw, 

* Cute of Utica. 

8 
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Aut pluma latus abdidissc inoUi, 
Aut auro biberc, aut cubare cocco ; 
Regales dapibus gravare niensas, 
Et quicquid Lybico secatur arvo ; 
Non una positum tcuei-e cella : 
Sed nullos trepidum timero casus, 
Nee vano iM)puli favoi*e tangi, 
Et stricto nihil SBstuare ferro : 
Hoc quisquis poterit, licebit illi 
Fortunam nioveat loco superbus. 

AD M. T. CICERONEM. 

Catul Eih 50. 

DisERTissiME Romuli nepotum, 
Quot sunt, quotque fuere, ^[arce Tulli, 
QuoUpie i)ost alios crunt in annos, 
Oititias tibi niaxinias Catullus 
Agit, pessimus omnium poeta : 
Tanto |)essimus omnium i)oeta, 
Quanto tu optimus omnium patronus. 

AD JUVEXCIUM. CAT. EP. 49. 

Mellitos oculos tuos, Juvenci, 
Si quis mc sinat usque basiare, 
Usque ad milh'a basiem trccenta ; 
Xec uncpiam vidcat satur fu turns : 
Xon si densior aridis aristis, 
Sit nostne seges osculationis. 

DE PUERO ET PR.^CONE. CATUL. 

Cum puero bello prieconem qui videt esse, 
Quid credat, nisi se vendere discupere ? 
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And sink your self i\\ down, to drink in gold, 
And have your looser self in purple roU'd ; 
With royal fare to make the tables groan. 
Or else with what from Lybick fields is mown, 
Nor in one vault hoard all your magazine, 
But at no cowards fate t' have frighted bin ; 
Xor with the peoples breath to be swoFn great, 
Nor at a drawn stiletto basely swear. 
He that dares tliis, notliing to him*s unfit, 
But proud 0* th' top of fortunes wheel may sit 

TO MARCUS T. CICERO. 
In an Entjlieh Pentastich 

TuLLY to thee, Rome's eloquent sole heir, 

The best of all that are, shall be, and were, 

I the worst poet send my Ijest thanks and pray'r : 

Ev*n by how nuich the woi*st of i>oets I, 

By so much you the best of patrones be. 

TO JUVEXCIUS. 
JuvEXcius, thy fair sweet eyes 
If to my fill that I may kissc, 
Tliree hundred thousand times IMe kissc, 
Xor future age slioidd cloy this blisse ; 
No, not if tliicker than rii)e ears 
The harvest of our kisses bears. 

CATUL. 

AVn II a fair lx)y a cryer we l)ehold. 

What sliould we tliink, but he would not be sold ? ' 




^ Lovelace has made nonsense of this i)a8satre. We ought 
.to read rather, ** but that he would be sold I '* 
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FORTH UCINII. 

Si Phoebi soror es, mando tibi, Delia, causam, 
Scilicet^ ut fratri qu8B peto verba feras : 

Marmore Sicanio struxi tibi, Delphice, templunv 
Et levibus calamis Candida verba dedi. 

Nunc, si nos audis, atque es divinus Apollo, 
Die mihi, qui nummos non liabet unde petat^ 

SENECiE EX CLEANTHE. 

Duo me, Parens celsique Doniinator poll, 
Quocunque placuit, nulla parendi mora est ; 
Adsum impiger ; fac nolle, comitabor gemens,. 
Malusque patiar facere, quod licuit bono. 
Ducuut volentem Fata, nolentem trahunt. 

QUINTI CATULI. 

« 

CoNSTiTERAM exoricutem Auroram forte salutaius. 

Cum subito a Ijeva Koscius cxoritur. 
Pace mihi liceat, coelestes, dicere vestra. 

Mortalis visu pulchrior esse deo. 
Blanditur puero satyrus vultuque manuque ; 

Kolenti similis retrahit ora pucr : 
Queni nou commovcat, quamvis de marmore? fiindit 

Peni' preces satyrus, pent- pucr lachrymas. 

FLORIDl. DE EBRIOSO. 

PiKEBUS me in somnis vetuit potarc Lya>um, 
Pareo prceccptis : tunc bibo cum vigilo. 
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ENGLISHED. 

If you are Phoebus sister, Delia, pray, 
This my request unto the Sun convay : 

Delphick god, I built thy marble fane, 
And sung thy praises with a gentle cane,^ 
Now, if thou art divine A^xjUo, tell, 
Where he, whose purse is empty, may go fill. 

ENGLISHED. 

Parent and Prince of Heav*n, lead, I pray, 
"Where ere you please, I follow and ol)ey. 
Active I go, sighing, if you gainsay. 
And suffer bad what to the good was law. 
Fates lead the willing, but unwilling draw. 

ENGLISHED. 

As once I bad good morning to the day, 

O* th* sudden Koscius breaks in a bright ray : 

Oods with your favour, I've presumed to see 

A mortal fairer then a dcitie. 

With looks and hands a satyre courts the l)oy. 

Who draws back his unwilling cheek as coy. 

Alth<nigli of marble hewn, whom move not thoy ? 

The l)oy ev'n seems to weep, tlie satyre, pray. 

OF A DRUNKARD. 

Pha?bus asleep forbad me wine to take : 

1 yi<»ld ; and now am only 4lnnik awake. 



* Reed or pipe. 



262 POEMS, 

DE ASINO QUI DENTIBUS iENEIDEM CONSUMPSIT, 

Carmixis iliaci libros consuinpsit asellus ; 

Hoc fntum TroiaB est : aut eqiius, aut asinus. 

AUSONIUS LIB. EPIG. 

Trinarii quodani currentem in littoris ora 

Ante canes leporem cseruleus rapuit ; 
At' lepus : in mo omnis terrse pelagiqiie rapina est, 

Forsitan et coeli, si canis astra tenet. 

AUSONIUS LIB. EPIG. 

PoLLA, potenta, tribon, baculus, scyphus : arcta sui^ollex 
Hsec fuerant Cinici, scd puiat banc nimiam : 

Namque cavis manibus cerncns potare bubulcum, 
Cur, scyplie, te, dixit, gnsto supervacuuni ? 

AUSONIUS LIB. I. EPIG. 

Thesauro invento qui liniina mortis inibat, 
Liquit ovans laqueuni, quo periturus erat ; 

At qui, quod terrnp alKliderat, iion rcpperit aiiruni. 
Quern laqueuni invenit nexuit, et periit. 

A LA CHABOT. 

Object adorable et cbarmant ! 

Mes souspirs et nies pleurs tesmoigncnt mon torment ;. 

Mais mon respect'* m'empeche do parlor. 

All ! que peine dissimuler ! 

Et que je sou fire de martyrc, 

D'aimer et de n'oser le dire ! 



• Qu. a contraction of aif. b Original has ma respects. 
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i 
1 

\ THE ASSE EATING THE iENEIDS. 

A WRETCHED asse the iEiieids did destroy : 
A horse or asse is still the fate of Troy. 

ENGLISHED. 

Ox the Sicilian strand a hare well wrought 
Before the hounds was by a dog-fish caught > 
Quoth she : all rape of sea and earth's on me, 
Perhaps of heav'n, if there a dog-star be. 

ENGLISHED. 

The Cynicks nan^ow houshould stuflfe of crutch, 
A stool and dish, was lumber thought too much : 
For whilst a hind drinks out oh's pahns o* th* strand 
He flings his dish : cries : I've one in my hand ! 

ENGLISHED. 

A TREASURE fouud One, entring at death's gate, 
Triumphing leaves that coixl, was meant his fate ; 
But he the gold missing, which he did hide. 
The halter which he found he knit : so dy*d. 

TO THE SAME AYRE IN ENCiLISH, THUS, 

Object adorable of charms ! 

My sighs and tears may testifie my harms ; 

But my respect forbids me to reveal. 

Ah, what a pain 'tis to conceal ! 

And how I suffer worse then hell. 

To love, and not to dare to tell ! 
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THEOPHILE BEmO DENY'D HIS ADDRESSES TO 

KING JAMBB, TURNED THE AFFRONT TO HIS 
OWN GLORY IN THIS EPIGRAM. 

Si Jaques, le Roy du scayjo^, c • 
Ne trouue bon de me voir, 

Voila la cause infallible ! 
Car, ravy de mon escrit, 
II creut, que j'estois tout esprit 

£t par consequent invisible. 

AUSONIUS. 

Vans, quid affectas faciem mihi ponere, pictor, 

Ignotamque oculis solicitare manu 1 
Aeris et venti sum filia, mater inanis 

Indicii, vocemque sine mente gero. 
Auribus in vestris habito penetrabilis echo ; 

Si mihi vis similem j^ingere, pinge sonos. 

AUSON[IUS]. 

Toxica zelotyjx) dedit uxor mgecha marito, 

Nee satis ad mortem credidit esse datum ; 
Miscuit argcnti lethalia pondera vivi, 

Ut celeret certam vis geminata nccem. 
Ergo, inter sese dum noxia pocula certant, 

Cessit lethalis noxa saltuifcri. 
Protinus in vacuos alvi petiere recessus, 

Lubrica dejectis (jusb via nota cibis. 
Quam pia cura Dcdm ! prodcst crudelior uxor. 
Sic, ciim fata volunt, bina venena juvant. 
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LINEALLY TRANSLATED OUT OF THE FRENCH. 

If James, the king of wit, 
To see me thought not fit. 

Sure this the cause hath been, 
That, ravished with my merit, 
He thought I was all spirit, 

And so not to be seen. 



IN ENGLISH. 

Vain painter, why dost strive my face to draw 

With busy hands t a goddesse eyes nere saw. 

Daughter of air and wind, I do rejoyce 

In empty shouts ; (without a mind) a voice. 

AVithin your ears shrill echo I rebound. 

And, if you'l paint me like, then paint a sound. 



IN ENCiLISH. 

Her jealous husband an adultresse gave 

Cold poysons, which to[o] weak she thought for's grave; 

A fatal dose of quicksilver then she 

Mingles to hast his double dcstinie ; 

Now whilst within themselves they are at strife, 

The deadly jiotion yields to that of life. 

And straight from th' hollow stomack l)oth retreat 

To th* 8lii)i>ery pipes known to tligested meat 

Strange care o' th' gods the murthVt>8se doth avail ! 

80, when fates please, ev'n double jioysons heal. 
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AUSONIUS EPIG. 

Emftis quod libris tibi bibliotheca referta est, 
Doctum et gramraaticum te, pliilomuse, putas. 

Qiiinetiam cytliaras, chordas et 1)arbita conde : 
Mercator hodie, eras citharoediis, eris. 

AVIENI* V. C. AD AMICOS. 

RuRE moraiis, quid agani, resjx^ndi, pauca rogatus 
Mane, deuni oxoro faniulos, post arvaque viso, 
Parti tusque meis justos iiidico labores ; 
Inde lego, Phoebunique cio, Musamque lacesso ; 
Tunc oleo corpus fingo, mollique palaestra 
Stringo libens animo, gaudensque ac foenore liber 
Prandeo, poto, cano, ludo, lavo, cspuo, quiesco. 

AD FABULLUM. CATUL. LIB." I. EP. 13, 

C^NABis bene, mi Fabulle, apud me 
Paucis, si dii tibi favent, diebus ; 
Si tecum attuleris bonam aUpie magnani 
Csenam, non sine Candida puclla, 
Et vino, et sale, et omnibus cachinnis. 
II[Bc si, incpiam, attuleris, P'abulle noster, 
Caenabis bene : nam tui Catulli 
Plenus sacculus est aninearum. 
Sed, contra, accipics meros amores, 
Seu quod suavius elegantiusve est : 
Nam unguentum dabo, (piod meae puellaj 
Donarunt Veneres Cupidinesque ; 
Quod tu cum olfacies, doos rogabis, 
Totum te faciant, Fabulle, nasum. 



A Rufus Festu9 Avienus, the Latin poet. 



* 
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IN ENGLISH. 

Because with bought books, sir, your study's fraught, 
A learned grammarian you would fain be thought ; 
Nay then, buy lutes and strings ; so you may play 
The merchant now, the fidler, the next day. 

ENGLISHED. 

Ask*d in the country what I did, I said : 
I view my men and meads, first having pray'd ; 
Then each of mine hath his just task outlay 'd ; 
I read, Apollo court, I rouse my jNIuse ; 
Then I anoynt me, and stript willing loose 
My self on a soft plat, from us*ry blest ; 
I dine, drink, sing, play, Ijath, I sup, I rest. 

ENGLISHED. 

Fabullus, I will treat you handsomely 

Shortly, if the kind goils will favour thee. 

If thou dost bring with thee a del'cate messe. 

An olio or so, a pretty lass. 

Brisk wine, sharp tales, all sorts of drollery, 

These if thou bringst (I say) along with thee, 

You shall feed highly, friend : for, know, the ebbs 

Of my lank purse are full of spiders weljs ; 

But then again you shall receive clear love. 

Or what more grateful or more sweet may jirove : 

For with an ointment I will favour thee 

My Venus's and Cupids gave to me, 

Of which once smelt, the gods thou wilt implore, 

Fabullus, that they'd make thee nose all ore. 
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MART. UB. L EPI. 14. 

Casta suo gladium cum traderet Arria Pseto, 
Quern de visceribus traxerat ipsa suis ; 

Si qua fides, vulnus quod feci non dolet, iuquit : 
Sed quod tu facies, hoc xuihi, Paste, dolet. 



MART. EPI. XUII. LIB. 1. 

Ck)XJUGis audlsset fatum cum Portia Bruti, 
Et substracta sibi quaereret arma dolor, 

Kondum scitis, ait, mortem non posse negari, 
Credideram satis hoc vos docuisse patreni. 

Dixit, ct ardontcs avido bibit ore favillas. 
I nunc, ct fcrrum turba moles ta nega. 



MART. EP. \\\ LIB. 6. 



DuM Phactonteri formica vagatur in umbra, 
Implicuit tenuem succina gutta feram, 

Dignum tantorum prctium tulit ilia lal>orum 
Credibile est ii)sam sic voluisse mori. 



MAR. LIB. IV. EP. 3.3. 



Et latct ct hicct, Phaeton tide condita gutta 
TTt videatur ajns nee tare clau&i suo. 

Sic modo, (juje fuerat vita contempta manente, 
Funeribus facta est jam prcciosa suis. 



J 
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ENGLISHED. 



When brave cliast Arria to her Poetiis gave 
The sword from her own breast did bleeding wave : 
If there be faith, this wound smarts not, said she ; 
But what you'l make, all, that will murder me. 



IN ENGLISH. 

Whex Portia her dear loitVs sad fate did hear, 
And noble grief sought anus were hid from her 
Know you not yet no hinderance of death is, 
Cato, I thought, enough had taught you this. 
So said, her thirsty lips drink flaming coales : 
Go now, deny me steel, officious fools ! 



ENGLISHED. 

Whilst in an amber-shade the ant doth feast, 
A gummy drop ensnares the small wild-1>east, 
A full reward of all her toyls hath she ; 
Tis to !« thought she woukl her self so die. 



IN ENGLISH. 



Both lurks and shines, hid in an amber tear^ 
The l>ee, in her own nectiir prisoner ; 
So she, who in her life time wiis contemned, 
Ev'n in her very funerals is gemm*d. 
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m 

MART. LIB. VIII. EP. 19. 
Pauper videri Cinna vult, et est pauper. 

OUT OF THE ANTHOLOGIE.a 

Eirpeire rhv Xi^ror ikQpoi ^(/XXcuv drd t^XXcm' 
Aaxydfieyos, X^foj* o^k h-i fie pXhrere, 

IN RUFUM. CATUL. EP. 64. 

KoLi admirari, quare tibi foemina nulla, 

Rule, velit tenerum supposuisse femur ; 
Kon ullam rarse labefactes munere vestis, 

Aut pellucidulis deliciis lapidis. 
Lscdit tc qusedam mala fabula, qua tibi fertur 

Valle sub alarum trux habitare caper. 
Hunc metuunt omnes, neque mirum : nam mala valde est 

Bestia, nee quicum*' bela puella cubet. 
<2uare aut crudelem nasorum iuterfice pestem, 

Aut admirari desine, cur fugiant. 

CATUL. EP. 71. 
De Inconstaniid fiinninei amo'is. 

NuLLi so dicit niulier niea nul)ere velle, 
Quam mihi : noii, si Jupiter ipse petat ; 

Dicit ; sod mulier cui)ido quod dicit amanti, 
In vento ct rapida scribere oportet a(|ua. 



» This is from Lucian. ^ At\ ^LXcVvaAe lorm. o£ quocum. 
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IN ENGLISH. 



Cinua seems ^ poor in show, 
And he is so. 

IN AN ENGLISH DISTICK. 

A FOOL, much bit by fleas, put out the light ; 
You shall not see mc now (quoth he) ; good night. 

TO RUFUS. 

That no fair woman will, wonder not why, 
Clap (Rufus) under thine her tender thigh ; 
Not a silk gown shall once melt one of them. 
Nor the delights of a transparent gemme. 
A scurvy story kills thee, which doth tell, 
That in thine armpits a fierce goat doth dwell. 
Him they all fear full of an ugly stench : ^ 
Nor 's *t fit he should lye with a liandsome wench ; 
AVlierefore this noses cui-sed plague fi i-st crush. 
Or cease to wonder, why they fly you thus. 

FEMALE INCONSTANCY. 

My mistressc sayes she'll marry n'>ne but me ; 
No, not if Jove himself a suitor be. 
She saycs so ; but what women say to kind 
Lovers, we write in nipid streams and wind. 



^ A very inadetjuate translation of videri vult, 
^ Original has t^inch. 
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AD LESBIAM, CAT. EP. 73. 

DicsBAS quondam, solum te nosse Catulliim, 

Lesbia, nee prse me velle tenere Jovem ; 
Dilexi turn te, non tantum ut vulgus amicam, 

Sed pater ut gnatos diligit et generos. 
Nunc te cognovi, quare et impensius uror, 

Multo mi tamen es vilior et levior. 
Qui potis est inquis, quod amantem injuria talis 

Cogat amare magis, sed 1)enc velle minus ? 
Odi et amo ', quare id faciam, fortasse requiris ; 

Ncscio ; sed fieri sentio, et excrucior. 



IN LESBIAM CAT. EP. 76. 

Hue est mens deductii tua, mea Lesbia, culpa, 
At(jne ita se officio perdidit ii>sa suo. 

Ut jam nee l)euc velle qiieani tibi, si oj^tinia sias 
Nee desisterc amare, omnia si facias. 

AD QUIXTIUM. CAT. EP. 83. 

QuiNTi, si tibi vis oculos dcbere Catullum, 

• Ant aliud si ([iiiil cariiis est ooulis, 
Eripere ei noli, mnlto <piod carius illi 

Est oculis, seu (piid carius est oculis, 

DE QUIXTL\ ET LESBIA. EP. 87. 

(/UIXTIA formosa est multis, milii Candida, longa. 
Recta est; 1i«tc ego sic singula contiteor : 
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ENGLISHED. 

That me alone you lovVl, you once did say, 

Nor should I to the king of gods give way. 

Then I lov'd thee not as a common dear, 

But as a father doth his children chear. 

Now thee I know, moi-e hitterly I smart ; 

Yet thou to me more light and cheaper art. 

Wliat pow*r is this 1 that such a wrong should presS' 

Me to love more, yet wish thee well much lesse. 

I hate and love ; would'st thou tlie reason know 1 

I know not ; but I burn, and feel it so. 

ENGLISHED. 

By thy fault is my mind brought to that pass, 
That it its office quite forgotten has : 
For be'est thou best, I cannot wish thee well. 
And be*est thou worst, then I must love thee stilL 

TO QUINTIUS. 

Quintius, if you*l endear Catullus eyes, 
Or what he dearer then his eyes doth prize, 
Ravish not what is dearer then his eyes. 
Or what he dearer then his eyes doth prize. 

ENGLISHED. 

Quintia is handsome, fair, tall, straight : all these 
Very particulars I grant with ease : 

T 
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Tota illud foimosa n^o : nam mnlta vennstas ; 

Ktilla in tain mngno est oorpoie mica salis. 
Lesbia fonnoaa eat qtue, cum pulcherama tota est, 

Turn omnibus una omneis eurripuit TeneTeB. 

DE 8U0 IN LESBIAU AUOBE. EP. 88. 
KvLLA potest muliei tontum se diceie amatam 

VeT6, quantum a me Lesbia amata mea est ; 
Kolla fidee ullo fuit unqnam badera tantft, 

Quanta in omoro suo ex parte leperta me£ est. 

AD 8YL0NEM. EP. 101. 
AuT aodes mihi redde decern seatertia, Sylo, 

Deindo esto quam via anvus et indomitus ; 
Aut si te numnii delectant, desine, queso, 

Leno esse, atque idem eieviig et indomitus. 
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But ahe all ore 's not handaorae ; here'p - fftult : 
In all that bulk therc'a not one com' aalt, 
Wliilst Lesbio, fair aud handsome oo all ore, 
All graces and all ivit from all liath ^loro. 

ENGLISHED. 
Ho one can boast bcr self so much belov'd, 
Truely as Lesbia iny affections prov'd ; 
No faith iras ore with such a firm knot bound, 
As in my lovo on my part I have found. 

ENGLISHED. 
Sylo, pray pay me my ten sesterces, 
Then I'ant and roar as much as you shall please ; 
Or if that moiiy takes [yon,]' pray, give ore 
To be a pimp, or else to rant and ronr. 

' Original lias laltf, but a word is wanting to comjilcte tli© 
metre, and perha]>3 the fioct ■vrote laltt you, r.t. caplivat«v 
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ELEGIES. 

TO THE MEMORY OF MY WORTHY FRIEND 
COLL. RICHARD LOVELACK^ 




P pay my love to thee, and pay it so, 
As honest men should what they justly owe. 
Were to write better of thy life, then can 
The assured'st pen of the most worthy man. 

Such was thy composition, such thy mind, 

Improved from vertue, and from vice refin'd ; 

Thy youth an abstract of the world's best parts, 

Invr'd to arms and exercis'd to arts. 

Which, with the vigour of a man, Ijecame 

Tliine and thy countries piramids of fame. 

Two glorious lights to guide our hopeful youth 

Into the paths of honour and of truth. 
These parts (so rarely met) made up in thee. 

What man should in his full perfection be : 

So sweet a temper into every sence 



' These lines may be found, with some verbal variations, 
in the poems of Charles Cotton, 1^89, p. 481-2.3. 
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And each affection breath'd an influence, 

As smoothed them to a calme, which still withstood 

The ruffling passions of untamed blood, 

Without a wiinckle in thy face, to show 

Thy stable breast could a ^ disturbance know. 

In fortune humble, constant in mischance ; 

Expert in both, and both serv'd to advance 

Thy name by various trialls of thy spirit, 

And give the testimony of thy merit. 

Valiant to envy of the bravest men. 

And learned to an undisputed pen ; 

Good as the best in both and great, but yet 

No dangerous courage nor offensive wit. 

These ever serv'd the one for to defend, 

The other, nobly to advance tliy friend. 

Under which title I have found my name 

Fix'd in the living chronicle of fame 

To times succeeding : 3'et I hence must go, 

Displeas'd I cannot celebrate thee so. 

But what respect, acknowledgement and love, 

What these together, when iinprov'd, improve : 

Call it by any name (so it express 

Ought like a tribute to thy worthy ness, 

And may my bounden gratitude bocome) 

Lovelace, I offer at thy honour'd tomb. 

And though thy vertues many friends have bred 
To love thee liveing, and lament thee dead, 



' This reading is adopted from Cotton's Poems, 1689, 
p. 482. In Lncasta we read no disturltance. 
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In characters far better couched then these, 
Mine >vill not blott thy fame, nor theirs encrease. 
Twas by tliine own great merits raised so high. 
That, maugre time and fate, it shall not dye. 

Sic flevit. 

Charles Coitox. 




UPON THE POSTHUME AND PRECIOUS POEMS 
OF THE NOBLY EXTRACTED GEN- 
TLEMAN MR. R. L.> 

HK rose and^ other fragi-ant flowei*s smell 
Ixjst, 
"When they are pluck 'd and worn in hand 
or hrcst. 
So this fair flow*r of vertuo, this ran^ IukI 
Of wit, .smells now as fresh as when he stocxl ; 
And in the.«<e Po.sthumePocms lets us know, 
He on ^ the Iwnks of Ht^licon did gi'ow. 
The beauty of his soul did correspond 
With his sweet out-side : nay, it went* Iniyond. 

* These lines, nripfitially priiitc<I as alwive, were included 
by Payne Fisher in liis colleetion of HoweH's Poems, 1003, 
8vo., where they may lie found at p. 120. Fisher altered 
the superscription in his ill-edited ))Ook to '* U|K>n the 
Posthume- /'oemtf of Mr. I^ovelace." 

- With — Howeirs Poems. 

•■* That he upon — ihi<l. 

■* If not tjo beyond — ibid. 
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LovsLACB, the minion^ of the Thespian dames, 
Apollo's darling, bom with Enthean flames, 
Which in his numbers wave and shine so clear. 
As sparks refracted from^ rich gemmes appear ; 
Such flames that may inspire, and atoms cast, 
To make new poets not like him in hast.^ 

Jam. Howell. 




AN ELEGIE, 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF MY LATE 
HONOURED FRIEND, COLLONELL 

RICHARD LOVELACE. \ 

ARDON (blest shade), that I thus crowd to be 
'Mong those that sin unto thy memory. 
And that I think unvaluM reliques spread. 
And am the first that pillages the dead ; 

Since who would 1x3 thy mourner as befits, 

But an officious sacriledge commits. 

How my tears strive to do thee fairer right, 

And from the characters divide my sight. 

Untill it (dimmer) a new torrent swells, 

And what obscur'd it, falls my spectacles 



* Fr. Mignon, darling. 
' So in Howell's Poems. Liicasta has in. 
' ** Such sparks that with their atoms may inspire 
The reader with a pure poetick fire. " 

Howell's Poems, 
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Let the luxurious floods impulsive rise, 
As they would not be wept, but weep the eyes, 
The while earth melts, and we above it lye 
But the weak bubbles of mortalitie ; 
Until our griefs are drawn up by the Sun, 
And that (too) drop the exhalation. 
How in thy dust we humble now our pride, 
And bring thee a whole people mortifi'd ! 
For who expects not death, now thou art gone, 
Shows his low folly, not religion. 

Can the poetick heaven still hold on 
The golden dance, when the first mover's gon ? 
And the snatch'd fires (which circularly hurl'd) 
In their strong rapture glimmer to the world. 
And not stuj^endiously rather rise 
The tapers unto these solemnities ? 

Can the chords move in tune, when thou dost dye. 
At once their universal hanuony ? 
But where Apollo's harp (with murmur) laid. 
Had to the stones a melody convcy*d. 
They by some pebble summoned would reply 
In loud results to every battery ; 
Thus do we come unto thy marble room. 
To eccho from the musick of thy tonilx;. 

May we dare speak thee dead, that wouldest l»o 
In thy remove only not such as we ? 
No wonder, the advance is from us hid ; 
Earth could not lift thee higher then it did ! 
And thou, that didst grow up so ever nigh. 
Art but now gone to immortality ! 
So near to where thou art, thou here didst dwell, 
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The change to thee is less perceptible. 

Tlij but unably-coniprehending clay, 
To what could not be circumscribed, gave way. 
And the more spacious tennant to return, 
Crack'd (in the two restrained estate) its urn. 
Tliat is but left to a successive trust ; 
Tlie soul's first buried in his 1x)dies dust. 

Tliou more thy self, now thou art less coiifin'd. 
Art not concerned in what is left Ixihind ; 
"\\niile we sustain the losse that thou art gone, 
Un-essenc'd in the scpamtion ; 
And he that weeps thy funerall, in one 
Is pious to the widdow*d nation. 

And under wliat (now) covert must I sing. 
Secure as if Ixjneath a cherub's wing ; 
"Wlicn thou hast tivne thy flight lience, and art nigh 
In place to some related hierarchic, 
"Where a bright wreath of gl >ries doth but set 
Vi)0ii thy head an e<|ual coronet; 
And thou, al)(»vo «)ur humble converse gon, 
Canst but be reacliM by contemplation. 

Our lutes (as thine was toucliM) were vocall by, 
And thence reccivM the soul by symi>athy. 
That did above ilie tlireds inspiring creep, 
And with soft whispers broke the am'rous sleep ; 
AVhich now no more (mov'd with the sweet surprise) 
Awake into delicious rapsodies ; 
But with their silent mistress do eomi)ly, 
And fast in undisturbe«l slumbers lye. 

How from thy lirst ascent thou didst dispei*se 
A blushing warmth throughout the univei*se, 
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liVliile near the morns Lucastn's fires did glow, 
And to the earth a purer dawn did tlirow. 
We ever saw thee in the roll of fame 
Advancing thy already deathless name ; 
And though it could but l>e al)ove its fate, 
Thou would'st, hoAvever, sui)er-errogatc. 

Now as in Venice, when the wanton State 
Before a Si)aniard spi-ead their crowded plate. 
He made it the sage business of his eye 
To find the root of the wild treasury ; 
So leani't from that exchequer but the more 
To rate his masters vegetable ore. 
Tlius when the Greek and I^tin muse we read. 
As but the^ cold inscriptions of the dead, 
"We to advantage then admired thee, 
Who did'st live on still with thy poesie ; 
And in our i>roud enjoyments never knew 
The end of the unruly wealth that grew. 
But now we have the last dear ingots gained, 
And tlie free vein (however rich) is dreinM ; 
Tliough what thou hast l>e<|ueathed us, no space 
Of this worlds span of time shall ere embrace. 
But as who sometimes knew not to conclude 
Upon the waters strange vicissitude, 
Did to the ocean himself commit, 
Tliat it might comprehend what could not it. 
So we in our endeavours must out-dono 
Be swallowed up within thy Helicon. 

Thou, who- art layd up in thy precious cave. 



Oriipnal has the hut. * Original has oir. 



And tnm, tiie hollow tptoos of tiiy gn^ei 

We still maj moom in tniM^ bat-imut akme i . 




> I have already ix>inted out, that the author of these truly 
wretched lines was probably the same person, on whose 
Moral and Divine, Potms Lovelace has some verses in the 
Lucasta. The poems of E. R. appear to be lost, which, unless 
they were far superior to the present specimen, cannot be 
regarded as a great calamity. 
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Hiieafter hope to quTsr oat « gione ; 
Kg moitt thA ohiipiiig ioiiiioto irith duill notes 
Hnsl hencefgrth YoUey hcaoBL our tveble tiuotiBS ; 
Bal eseh std ascent most be hnmoiiz^d well 
To the deep solemn organ of thy odL 

Why should some ziide hand carve thy sacred stons^ 
And there indse e cheqp insoriptiont 
When we can shed the tobote of our teais 
So looft till the relenting nuurUe weaw; 
Which ahall each order in their cadenoe keep^ 
Ihat they a natire epitaph shall weep ; 
Untill each letter spelt distinotly lyes, 
Cat by the mystick droppings of oar eyea 

El. BnfvrCi^ 

AN ELEGIE. 

£ thinks, when kings, prophets, and poets dye, 
Wo sliould not bid men weep, nor ask them 

why, 
But tho great loss should by instinct impair 
The nations, like a i>estilential ayr. 
And in a moment men should feel tlic cramp 
Of grief, like persons poyson'd with a damp. 
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All things in nature should their death deplore, 

And the sun look less lovely than before j 

The fixed stars should change their constant spaces, 

And comets cast abroad their flagmnt^ faces. 

Yet still we see princes and poets fall 

Without their proper pomp of funerall ; 

Men look about, as if they nere had known 

• 

Tlie poets lawrell or the princes crown ; 

Lovelace hath long been dead, and he^ can be 

Oblig'd to no man for an elegie. 

Are you all tum'd to silence, or did he 

Retain the only sap of poesie, 

That kept all branches living ? must his fall 

Set an eternal period upon all ? 

So when a spring-tide doth begin to fly^ 

From the green shoar, each neiglibouring creek gi'ows 

dry. 
But why do I so i^ettislily detract 
An age that is so perfect, so exact 1 
In all things excellent, it is a fame 
Or glory to deceased Lovelace name : 
For he is weak in wit, who doth deprave 
Anothers worth to make his own seem brave ; 
And this was not his aim : nor is it mine. 
I now conceive the scope of their designe. 
Which is with one consent to bring and burn 
Contributary incence on his urn, 
^Vhere each mans love and fancy shall be try'd. 
As when great Jolmson or brave Shakespear dyed. 



> Burning. ^ Original has <ce. ' A fine image ! 
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ON THE 

TRULY HONOURABLE COLL. RICHARD LOVELACE, 
OCCASIONED BY THE PUBLICATION 
OP HIS POSTHUMEPOEMS. 

ELEGIE. 

REAT son of Mars, and of Minerva too ! 
"With what oblations must we come to woo 
Tliy sacred soul to look down from above, 
And see how much thy memory we love. 
Whose happy pen so pleased amorous ears, 
And, lifting bright Luc€u>ia to the sphears, 
Her in the star-bespangled orb did set 
Above fair Ariadnes coronet, 
Leaving a pattern to succeeding wits, 
By which to sing forth tlicir Pythonick fits. 
Shall we bring tears and sighs ? no, no ! then w«* 
Should but bemone our selves for loosing thee, 
Or else thy happiness seem to deny. 
Or to repine at thy felicity. 
Then, wliilst we chant out thine immortal praise, 
Our offerings shall be onely sprigs of bays ; 
And if our tears will needs their brinks out-fly, 
"VVe'l weep them forth into an elegy. 
To tell the world, how deep fates wounded wit, 
Wlien Atropos the lovely Lovelace hit ! 
How th' active fire, which cloath*d thy gen'rous mind, 
Consum'd the water, and the earth calcinM 
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TJntill a stronger heat by death was given, 

Which sublimated thy poor soul to heaven. 

Thou knew'st right well to guide the warlike steed, 

And yet could'st court the !Muses with full speed 

And such success, that the inspiring Nine 

Have filled their Thespian fountain so with brine. 

Henceforth we can expect no lyrick lay, 

But biting satyres through the world must stray. 

Bellona joyns with fair Erato too. 

And \vith the Destinies do keep adoe, 

Wliom thus she queries : could not you awhile 

Reprieve his life, until another file 

Of ]K)ems such as these had been di*awn up 1 

The fates reply'd that thou wert taken up, 

A saciifice unto the deities ; 

Since things most perfect please their holy eyes, 

And that no other victim could be found 

With so much learning and true virtue crown'd. 

Since it is so, in peace for ever rest ; 

Tis veiy just that God should have the best. 

Sym. Ognell M.D. Coningbrens. 



ON MY BROTHER. 

;OVELACE is dead ! then let the world 
return 
To its first chaos, mufled in its urn ; 
The stars and elements together lye, 
Drench'd in perpetual obscurity. 
And the wliole machine in confusion be, 
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Ab immethodick as an anarchie. 1 

May the great eye of day weep out his lights ; 

Pale Cynthia leave the regiment of night, | . 

The galaxia, all in sables dight, ^ 

Send forth no corruscations to our sights . | 

The Sister-Graces and the sacred Nine, 

Stata'd with grief, attend upon his shrine, |V« 

Whose worth, whose loss, should we but truly rate, \ 

Twould puzzle our arithmetic to state i 

Th' accompt of vertu's so transcendent high, 

Number and value reach infinity. { 

Did I pronounce him dead ! no, no ! he lives. 

And from his aromatique -cell he gives ^ 

Spioe-breathed fumes, whose oderiferous scent 

(In zephre-gales which never can be spent) 

Doth spread it self abroad, and much out-vies 

The eastern bird in her self-sacrifice ; 

Or Father Phoebus, who to th' world derives 

Such various and such multiformed lives, 

Took notice that brave Lovelacb did inspire 

The universe with his Promethean fire. 

And snatcht him hence, before his thread was spun, 

En'ving that here should be another Sun. T. L.^ 

1 Thomas Lovelace, one of the poet's brothers. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MY DEAR BROTHER. 

EPITAPH. 

,BEAD (reader) gently, gently ore 

The happy dust beneath this floor : 
For in this narrow vault is set 
An alablaster cabinet, 

Wherein both arts and arms were put, 

Like Homers Hiads in a nut, 

Till Death with slow and easie pace 

Snatcht the bright Jewell from the case ; 

And now, transformed, he doth arise 

A constellation in the skies, 

Teaching the blinded world the way, 

Through night, to startle into day : 

And shipwrackt shades, with steady hand. 

He steers unto th' Elizian land. 

Dudley Posthumus-Lovelace. 



THE END. 
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